Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 



THE ROMANCES OF 

ALEXANDRE DUMAS 





THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE 

Volume Three 



Qlhe Harif AnJnintilP Komantpa 



McCLURE BOOK OO. 
NEW YORK 



77: 548 



Copyright, 1890, 1893, 
JBy Little, Brown, and Company, 



THE KECEIPT AND THE ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE RECEIPT AND THE ACKNOWLEDGMENT. 

The result of that nocturnal visit to Retaau de Villette 
appeared on the next day. At seven o'clock in the morn- 
ing Madame de La Motte sent the queen a letter contain- 
ing the jeweller's receipt in the following words : — 

We the undersigned acknowledge the receipt of a diamond 
necklace which had been add to the queen for sixteen hundred 
thousand francs, the diamonds failing to suit her Majesty, who 
has recompensed as for our trouble and outlay by leaving in 
our hands the sum of two hundred and fifty thousand francs, 
previously paid. 

BOEHMER AND BoBBANGE. 

The queen, at length easy in mind concerning an affair 
which had given her so much trouble, put the receipt in a 
drawer, and dismissed the subject from her thoughts. 

But, in singular incongruity with this receipt, the jew- 
ellers were visited two days later by Cardinal de Rohan, 
who was still anxious concerning the first payment agreed 
upon between the jewellers and the queen. He found 
Boehmcr at home. Had there been any failure of pay- 
ment, any delay or refusal, the camp of the jewellers 
should show signs of alarm. On the contrary everything 
indicated quiet and security; and Boehmer received his 
illustrious patron with effusive demonstrations of pleasure. 

" WelL" said the cardinal, " to-day is the day ap- 
pointed for the first payment ; the queen has paid you, 
then?" 

▼ol. n. -— n 
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"So, Monseigneur; the queen has not been able to 
give us any money. You know that Monsieur de Ca- 
lonne was refused by the king. Every one is talking of it." 

"Yes, every one is talking of it, Boehmer; and it is 
that refusal which brings me here to-day." 

" But," continued the jeweller, " her Majesty is very 
kind ; she has guaranteed the debt, and we have no more 
to ask," 

" Ah, bo much the hetter ! " cried the cardinal ; 
" guaranteed the debt, you say ? Very good ; I 
what manner 1" 

" In the most simple and delicate ruauner," replied the 
jeweller, — " a manner altogether royal." 

" Through the mediation of that bright countess, 
perhaps 1 " 

"N~o, Monseigneur, no. Madame de La Motte does 
not appear in the matter ; and this has seemed to us very 
flattering." 

" The countess does not appear 1 You may believe, 
however, that she has had to do with the affair, Monsieur 
Boehmer. Every wise suggestion must have come from 
her, — I do not intend disparagement of her Majesty, you 
understand." 

" Monaeigneur can judge whether her Majesty has been 
considerate toward us. When the rumor reached ua that 
the king had rejected the order for live hundred thousand 
francs we wrote to Madame de La Motte." 

" When was that ? " 

" Yesterday, Monseigneur." 

" What did she reply J " 

" Your Eminence knows nothing about it $ " asked 
Boehmer, with a slight degree of respectful familiarity. 

" No ; it is three days since I had the honor of seeing 
the countess." 
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" Well, Monseigneur, Madame de La Motte responded 
with a single word, — ' Wait ! ' " 

" In writing 1 " 

"No, Monseigneur, orally. In our letter we begged 
Madame de La Motte to ask you for an audience, and to 
warn the queen that the payment was nearly due." 

" The word ' wait ' was very natural." 

"We therefore waited, Monseigneur ; and last evening 
we received by a mysterious courier a letter from tho 
queen." 

"A letter ? — to you, Boebmer? " 

" Or rather an acknowledgment in the proper form, 

aee it," Baid the cardinal 

" Oh, I would show it to yon if we had not sworn to let 
no one see it." 

" And why 1" 

" Because this reserve ia imposed on us by the queen 
herself, Monseigneur." 

"Ah, that is another matter I You are very fortunate, 
you jewellers, to have letters from the queen." 

" For thirteen hundred and fifty thousand francs, 
Monseigneur," said tho jeweller, with a grin, "one may 
have—" 

" Ten millions, a hundred millions, would not pay for 
some things, Monsieur," replied the prelate, in a severe 
tone. " In short, then, you have a good guarantee I " 

" The best possible, Monseigneur." 

"The queen acknowledges the debt V 

" In due form." 

" And engages to pay — " 

'• In three months live hundred thousand francs ; and 
the balance in sis." 

" And — the interest 7 " 
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" Oh, Monseigncur, a single word from her Majesty 
makes that, secure. ' Let us settle this matter,' her Maj- 
esty graciously adds, ' between ourselves.' Your Excel- 
lency will understand the meaning of that request. 'You 
will have no reason for regret.' This is over her signa- 
ture. Therefore, you see, Monseigneur, that from this 
moment the transaction is, to my partner and myself, an 
affair of honor." 

" Then I am entirely out of your debt, Monsieur Boeh- 
mer," said the cardinal, much pleased. " May we soon 
have business together again." 

" Whenever your Eminence may deign to honor us with 
your confidence." 

"But you must notice still in this affair the hand of 
that amiable countess 1" 

"We are very grateful to Madame de La Motte, Mon- 
seigneur ; and it has been agreed between my partner and 
myself that we will acknowledge her kindness when the 
full payment for the necklace shall have pat us in posses- 
sion of ready money." 

" Hush, hush ! " said the cardinal ; " you misunder- 
stand me." He returned to his carriage attended by 
manifestations of respect from all in the house. 

We may now lift the mask. The statue is unveiled to 
all eyes. All our readers understood what plot Jeanne 
de La Motte was meditating against her benefactress, on 
seeing her borrow the pen of Reteau de Villette. There 
was no longer any anxiety in the minds of the jewellers ; 
no more scruples troubled the queen ; no uncertainty re- 
mained to the cardinal. Three months remained for the 
perpetration of the theft and the crime; in those three 
months the ill-omened fruitage would be so far matured 
that it might be plucked by the felonious hand. 

Jeanne paid a visit to the cardinal, who asked her how 
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the queen had contrived to allay so completely the jew- 
ellers' eagerness for their money. She replied, that the 
queen had treated with the jewellers confidentially, and 
had enjoined them to secrecy ; that if the queen had paid 
ready money she would even then have had to exercise 
too much concealment. But atill more was necessary to 
her since she had bought on credit. 

The cardinal assented to this view of the matter, and 
asked whether the queen was mindful of his good inten- 
tions. Thereupon Jeanne drew such a picture of the 
queen's gratitude that Monsieur do Rohan was enthusi- 
astic, — much more as a man of gallantry than as a sub- 
ject, more exalted in his pride than in hie devution. 

Jeanne, having brought the conversation to a satisfac- 
tory conclusion, returned home, and proceeded to execute 
the plan she had formed. She had resolved to negotiate 
with some dealer in precious stouea the sale of diamonds 
to the amount of three hundred thousand francs, and then 
go to England or to Russia, where she could live sumptu- 
ously on that sum for five or six years ; and at the end of 
that time she could with less danger begin to sell one by 
one the remainder of the diamonds. But the event was 
not in accordance with her wishes. On her first exhibi- 
tion of diamonds to two experts she was alarmed by their 
surprise and reserve. One of them offered her a contemp- 
tible price ; and the other went into ecstasies over the 
stones, saying he had never seen any equal to them except 
on Boehraer's necklace. 

Jeanne halted. Had she gone a step farther she would 
have betrayed herself. She understood that imprudence 
in such a matter meant ruin, and that rnin meant the pil- 
lory and perpetual imprisonment. She put the diamonds 
under lock and key, in the most secret of her hiding- 
places, and resolved to provide herself with weapuus of 
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defence so strong, and offensive arms .so sharp, that in 

of war they who should tome to the encounter would he 

vanquished in advance. 

To have to steer between the curiosity of the cardinal, 
who would want to know everything, and the indiscretion 
of the queen, who would be always ready to boast of hav- 
ing refused the necklace, was to be exposed to a terrible 
danger. A word exchanged between the queen and the 
cardinal, and all would bo discovered. Jeanne comforted 
herself with the reflection that the cardinal, being in love 
with the queen, wore a bandage over his eyes, like all other 
/overs, and consequently would readily fall into any snare 
which cunning might lay for him, addressed to his love. 
But this snare must he contrived by a skilful hand, 
such a manner as to entrap both the interested parties. 
It must be so contrived tiiat in case the queen should dis- 
cover the theft she would not dare to complain, and that 
if the cardinal made the discovery he would see that a sin- 
gle word would destroy him. She had to play a master- 
stroke against two adversaries who would have all the 
spectators in their favor. 

Jeanne did not draw back. Hers was one of those 
intrepid natures which push evil to heroism, and 
eviU From this time her mind was occupied by a single 
thought, — how to prevent an interview between the 
queen and the cardinal. So long as she, Jeanne, was 
between them all was safe ; but if in her absence they 
should exchange a word, Jeanne's fortune would tumble 
into ruin. 

" They must never meet," she said, — " never 1 
the cardinal will wish to see the queen ; be will endeavor 
to do so. Let us not wait for him to make the attempt ; 
let us inspire liim with the idea. Let him wish to 
her ; let him demand to see her, — but in such a way 
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that he will be compromised. Yes, but if lie only is 
com pro mi seil ? " This thought threw her into a painful 
perplexity. " He akrae being com promised, the queen has 
her remedy. The queen speaks loud ; she knows so well 
how to tear the mask from the face of an impostor. 

" What is to be done ? That the queen may not be 
able to accuse, it is necessary that she shall be unable 
to speak ; to close that noble and courageous mouth, 
its springs must be compressed by the initiative of an 
accusation. For that man dare not, before a tribunal, 
accuse his valet of theft, who could be convicted by his 
valet of a crime as dishonorable. Let Monsieur de Rohan 
be compromised iu relation to the queen, and it is almost 
certain that the queen will lie compromised too. But 
those two persons interested to discover the secret must 
not come together by chance." 

Jeanne recoiled at first iu view of the immensity of the 
rock suspended over her head. Could she live thus, 
agitated, terrified, always dreading its falll How, then, 
could she escape from the danger 1 By flight ; by exile ; 
by carrying to a foreign land the diamonds of the queen's 
necklace 1 Flight would be easy enough. In ten hours, 
in a. good carriage, she would be secure. But what scan- 
dal 1 what disgrace I She would be no longer a woman of 
rank, but a thief ; in safety, but proscribed, — a fugitive 
whom justice cannot reach, but whom justice can point 
out; whom the executioner's red-hot iron cannot brand, 
but whom public opinion breaks in pieces and devours. 
No, she will not flee. She will be bold and remain. 
This resolution was confirmed in her mind when she had 
imagined the possibility of creating between the queen 
and the cardinal a bond of fear against the day when 
either of them should discover that a theft had bees 
committed. 



I 



168 



THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE. 



would ba 
favor and 
nne from 



Jeanne had calculated how much money she 
likely to gain in two years from the queen's favor 
the cardinal's love. She had estimated the revenue 
these two sources at five or six hundred thousand franca ; 
after which weariness, disgrace, abandonment, would come 
to off-set the favor, the confidence, and tlie influence she 
had possessed. " By my plan," she said to herself, " I 
shall gain seven or eight hundred thousand franca." 

One may see how Jeanne, notwithstanding her pro- 
found intelligence, entered upon the tortuous road which 
would terminate in disgrace for her, in despair for the 
others, 

" I will remain in Paris," the countess resumed. " 1 
will witness calmly all the play of the two actors, and 
will permit them to play only in roles favorable to my 
interests. I can then select the most favorable opportu- 
nity for flight, whether it be some commission on the part 
of the queen, or her actual displeasure, which I may make 
a pretext for my departure. But the cardinal must hold 
no communication with Marie Antoinette. And here lies 
the great difficulty, for Monsieur de Bohan is in love, he 
is a prince, he has the privilege of visiting her Majesty 
several times a year ; and the queen, coquettish, eager for 
homage, and grateful toward the cardinal, will not avoid 
him if he tries to see her. As to the way in which these 
august personages may be kept apart, events will furnish 
it ; it is for me to aid events. 

" Nothing could be so much to the purpose as to arouse 
in the queen that pride which is the crown of chastity. 
There can be no doubt that her fine and sensitive spirit 
would resent an advance a little too eager on the part 
of the cardinal. Natures like hers are fond of homage, 
but they aiiBpeet and repel attacks. Yes, the method is 
infallible. If Monsieur de Rohan can be persuaded 
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declare himself freely, be will awaken in the mind of the 
queen a feeling of disgust, of antipathy, which will sepa- 
rate final 1 j- , not the prince from the princess, but the man 
from the woman, the male from the female. In that way 
arms will be furnished against the cardinal, which in the 
great day of battle will paralyze all his activities. 

" So far, good. But now, again, iu making the cardi- 
nal offensive to the queen I shall have acted against the 
cardinal only. The queen's virtue will he more conspicu- 
ous, she will be freed from all suspicion, and she will 
have gained that freedom of speech which facilitates accu- 
sations and lends to them the weight of authority. 

" What is necessary, then, ia a proof against Monsieur 
de Rohan and against the queen, — a two-edged sword 
which shall cut in both directions ; an accusation which 
will make the queen turn pale, anil will make the cardinal 
blush, and which, being accredited, will free from all sus- 
picion Jeanne, the confidant of the two guilty principals. 
What is necessary is a combination behind which, when 
the occasion requires, Jeanne can intrench herself and say, 
' Bo not accuse me, or I will accuse you ; do not destroy 
me, or I will destroy you. Leave me my fortune, and I 
will leave you your honor.' That is worth seeking for, 
and I wilMry to discover it. My time is paid for from 
this time forth." 

Madame de La Motte drew her arm-chair to the window, 
illumined by the sun, buried herself in its soft cushions, 
and began her search. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



TO B FBI 80 NEB. 



During these meditations of the countess, a scene of a 
very different kind was taking place in the Rue Saint 
Claude, in a house opposite that inhabited hy Jeanne. 

It will be remembered that Cagliostro had established 
in Balaamo's old hotel the fugitive Oliva, who was pursued 
by the police of Monsieur do C'rosne. Mademoiselle Oliva, 
who bad been in a state of great anxiety, had accepted 
with joy this opportunity to escape both the police and 
Beausire. She therefore lived retired, concealed, and trem- 
bling, in this mysterious dwelling which had been the 
scone of so many terrible dramas, — more terrible, alas, 
than the tragi-comic adventure of Mademoiselle Nicole 
Legay. 

Cagliostro had provided most carefully for her comfort. 
It was very pleasant to her to be under the protection oE 
that grand nobleman, who asked nothing of her, but who 
seemed to hope for much. " But what did he hope for 1 " 
she often asked herself in vain. To Mademoiselle Oliva, 
Monsieur do Cagliostro, the man who had overawed Beau- 
sire and triumphed over the agents of the police, was a 
benignant God. He was also very much in love, since he 
respected her. For Oliva'a vanity led her to believe that 
Cagliostro intended some ddy tii make her his mistress. It 
is a virtue, in the eyes of those women who no longer 
possess any, to be capable of inspiring a respectful love. 
That heart is indeed withered, arid, aliugether dead, which 
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no longer hopes for love and the respect which goes with it. 
Therefore Oliva began to build castles in the air, in which, 
we must confess, poor Beausire very rarely had a place ; 
and the two visits a week paid to her by CagHutrt were 
eagerly anticipated. At these visits Oliva, bedecked with 
the pretty things she found on her toilet-tables, assumed 
grand airs and played the fine lady. 

In her fine salon, in the midst of real and refined luxury, 
the little creature, intoxicated with delight, acknowledged 
to herself that everythiug in her past life had been decep- 
tion and error ; that contrary to the assertion of the 
moralist, " Virtue makes happiness," it was happiness that 
invariably produced virtue. Unfortunately, there was 
lacking in the composition of this happiness one element 
indispensable to its continuance. Oliva was happy, but 
she was lonely. Books, pictures, musical instruments, 
were not sufficient to amuse her. The hooks wore soon 
read through, — such as suited her taste, — and pictures 
and music afforded her no lasting satisfaction. 

It must be admitted that very soon Oliva was heartily 
tired of her happiness, and began to regret her mornings 
passed at the windows of the Rue Daupbine, where she 
used to sit to attract the attention of the passers-by. And 
then those pleasant walks in the Siiint Germain quarter, 
when, her coquettish shoe raised on heels two inches high, 
revealing a foot of voluptuous shape, each step of the lovely 
walker was a triumph, and drew from the admiring spec- 
tators little cries, either of fear when she slipped, oi- of 
pleasure when in addition to her foot she showed her 

The imprisoned Nicole began to think of these things. 
It is true that the agents of the police were very formida- 
ble personages; that the Hospital, in Wbloh women pass 
their lives iu a vile captivity, could not compare with the 
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ephemeral and splendid imprisonment of the Rue Saint 
Claude. But what availed it to be a woman, and to have 
the right to he capricious, if one could not sometimes rebel 
against the good and change it into evil, at least ii 
nation I Nicole, then, regretted her lost liberty, and in 
regretting her liberty began to long for Beausire. 

We come now to a day of special grief and irritability, 
when Oliva, having been deprived of all society for two 
weeks, with nothing to engage her attention, entered upon 
a very gloomy season of ennui. Having exhausted all 
means of diversion, not daring to appear at the windows 
or to go out, she began to lose her appetite, — not, how- 
ever, the appetite of the imagination, which, on the con- 
trary, increased as the other diminished. 

While she was in this state of moral agitation she re- 
ceived an unexpected visit from Cagliostro, He entered as 
nsual by the lower door of the hStel, and crossing the little 
garden Tecently laid out in the court-yard, knocked on the 
shutters of the apartment occupied by Oliva. Four knocks, 
at intervals agreed upon between them, were the signal for 
drawing the holt which the young woman had thought 
necessary to demand as a safeguard against a visitor armed 
with keys. 

On hearing Cagliostru's signal, she drew the bolt with 
a haste which allowed her desire for a conference with 
him. Lively as a Parisian grisette, she rushed forward 
to meet her noble jailer, and in harsh, impatient tones 
cried out, "Monsieur, I wish yon to know that I am 
homesick." 

Cagliostro, turning his head slightly, looked at her. 
"You are homesick 1" he said, closing the door; "that 
is a grievous malady." 

" I am unhappy here. I shall die here." 

" Really 1" 






THE PRISONER. IT3 

"Tea; I have bad thoughts." 

" There, there," said the count, quieting her as if she 
had been a pet spaniel ; " if you are not comfortable in 
my house, do not blame me for it. Keep your anger for 
the lieutenant of police, who persecutes you." 

" Yon exasperate me with your coolness, Monsieur," 
said Oliva. " I would rather you flew in a passion j you 
manage to pacify me, and that makes me mad witli rage." 

"Acknowledge, Mademoiselle, that you are unreason- 
able," replied Cagliostro, sitting down at some distance 
from her, with that affectation of respect, or indifference, 
which succeeded so well with Oliva. 

"It is all very well for you to talk," she said; "you 
come and go as you like. You breathe the fresh air; you 
can choose your own pleasures. I vegetate in the space 
to which you have limited me ; I do not breathe, I 
tremble. I tell you, Monsieur, that your assistance is 
useless to ma if it does not prevent roe from dying." 

" Dying ! you I " said the count, smiling. " Nonsense 1 " 

"I tell you that you are behaving very badly to me ; 
you forget that I love some one deeply, passionately." 

" Monsieur Beausire t " 

" Yes, Beausire. I love him, I tell you. I never con. 
cealed it from you, I believe. You did not imagine I 
should forget my Beausire 1 " 

"So little did I think so, Mademoiselle, that I bring 
you news of him." 

" Ah 1 " said Oliva. 

"Monsieur de Beausire," continued Cagliostro, "is a 
charming fellow I " 

" Parbku /" said Oliva, who did not see what the count 
was driving at. 

" Young and handsome." 

"Yes; is he notl" 
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ephemeral and splendid imprisonment of the Rue Saint 
Claude. But what availed it to be a woman, and to have 
the right to he capricious, if one could not sometimes rebel 
against the good and change it into evil, at least in imagi- 
nation 1 Nicole, then, regretted her lost liberty, and in 
regretting her liberty began to long for Beausire. 

We come now to a day of special grief and irritability, 
when Oliva, having been deprived of all society for two 
weeks, with nothing to engage her attention, entered upon 
a very gloomy season of ennui. Having exhausted all 
means of diversion, not daring to appear at the windows 
or to go out, she began to lose her appetite, — not, how- 
ever, the appetite of the imagination, which, on the con- 
trary, increased as the other diminished. 

While she was in this state of moral agitation she re- 
ceived an unexpected visit from Cagliostro. He entered aa 
usual by the lower door of the liStel, and crossing the little 
garden recently laid out in the court-yard, knocked on the 
shutters of the apartment occupied by Oliva. Four knocks, 
at intervals agreed upon between them, were the Bignal for 
drawing the bolt which the young woman had thought 
necessary to demand aa a safeguard against a visitor armed 
with keys. 

On hearing Cagliostro's signal, she drew the bolt with 
a baste which showed ber desire for a conference with 
him. Lively as a Parisian grisette, she rushed forward 
to meet her noble jailer, and in harsh, impatient tones 
cried out, "Monsieur, I wish you to know that I am 
homesick." 

Cagliostro, turning bis head slightly, looked at her, 
"You are homesick 1" he said, closing the door; "that 
is a grievous malady." 

" I am unhappy here. I shall die here." 

" Really I " 
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"Yes; I have bad thoughts." 

" There, there," said the count, quieting her as if she 
had been a pet spaniel ; " if you are not comfortable in 
my house, do not blame me for it. Keep your anger for 
the lieutenant of police, who persecutes you." 

"You exasperate me with your coolness, Monsieur," 
said Oliva. " I would rather you flew in a passion ; you 
manage to pacify me, and that makes me mad with rage." 

"Acknowledge, Mademoiselle, that you are unreason- 
able," replied Cagliostro, sitting down at some distance 
from her, with that affectation of respect, or indifference, 
which succeeded so well with Oliva. 

" It is all very well for you to talk," she said ; " you 
come and go as you like. You breathe the fresh air ; you 
can choose your own pleasures. I vegetate in the space 
to which you have limited me ; I do not breathe, I 
tremble. I tell you, Monsieur, that your assistance is 
useless to me if it does not prevent me from dying." 

" Dying ! you I " said the count, smiling. " Nonsense ! " 

"I tell you that you are behaving very badly to me; 
you forget that I love some one deeply, passionately." 

" Monsieur Beausvre 1 " 

" Yes, Beausire. I love him, I tell you. I never con. 
cealed it from you, I believe. You did not imagine I 
should forget my Beausire 1 " 

"So little did I think so, Mademoiselle, that I bring 
you news of him." 

" Ah I " said Oliva. 

" Monsieur do Beausire," continued Cagliostro, " is a 
charming fallow ! " 

"Parbleu/" said Oliva, who did not see what the count 
was driving at. 

"Young and handsome.™ 

"Yes; is he not?" 
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ephemeral and splendid imprisonment of the Rue Saint 
Claude. But what availed it to be a woman, and to have 
the right to be capricious, if one could not sometimes rebel 
against the good and change it into evil, at least in imagi- 
nation 1 Nicole, then, regretted her lost liberty, and in 
regretting ber liberty began to long for Beausire. 

We come now to a day of special grief and irritability, 
when Oliva, having been deprived of all society for two 
weeks, with nothing to engage her attention, entered upon 
a very gloomy season of ennui. Having exhausted all 
means of diversion, not daring to appear at the windows 
or to go out, she began to lose her appetite, — not, how- 
ever, the appetite of the imagination, which, on the con- 
trary, increased as the other diminished. 

While she was in this state of moral agitation she re- 
ceived an uuexpected visit from Cagliostro. He entered as 
usual by the lower door of the hBtal, and crossing the little 
garden recently laid out in the court-yard, knocked on tli» 
shutters of the apartment occupied by Oliva. Four knocks, 
at intervals agreed upon between them, were the signal for 
drawing the bolt which the young woman had thought 
necessary to demand as a safeguard against a visitor armed 
with keys. 

On hearing Caglinstro's signal, she drew the bolt with 
a haste which showed her desire for a conference with 
him. Lively as a Parisian grisette, she Tushed forward 
to meet her noble jailer, and in harsh, impatient tones 
cried out, "Monsieur, I wish you to know that I am 






Cagliostro, turning his head slightly, looked at her. 
"You are homesick 1" he said, closing the door; "that 
is a grievous malady." 

" I am unhappy here. I shall die here." 

" Really 1" 
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"Yes; I have bad thoughts." 

" There, there," said the county quieting her as if she 
had been a pet spaniel ; " if you are uot comfortable in 
my house, do not hlame me for it. Keep your anger for 
the lieutenant of police, who persecutes you." 

"You exasperate me with your coolness. Monsieur," 
said Oliva, " I would rather you flew in a passion ; you 
manage to pacify me, and that makes me mad with rage." 

" Acknowledge, Mademoiselle, that you are unreason- 
able," replied Cagliostro, sitting down at some distance 
from her, with that affectation of respect, or indifference, 
which succeeded so well with Oliva. 

" It is all very well for you to talk," she said; "you 
come and go as you like. You breathe the fresh air; you 
can choose your own pleasures. I vegetate in the space 
to which you have limited me ; I do not breathe, I 
tremble. I tell you, Monsieur, that your assistance is 
useless to me if it does not prevent ma from dying." 

" Dying ! you ! " said the count, smiling. " Nonsense ! " 

" I tell you that you are behaving very badly to me ; 
you forget that I love some one deeply, passionately." 

" Monsieur Beausire t " 

" Yes, Beausire. I love him, I tell you. I never con. 
cealed it from you, I believe. You did not imagine I 
should forget my Beausire ? " 

"So little did I think so, Mademoiselle, that I bring 
you news of him." 

" Ah I " said Oliva. 

"Monsieur de Beausire," continued Cagliostro, "is a 
charming fellow ! " 

*' Parbleu /" said Oliva, who did not see what the count 
was driving at. 

"Young and handsome." 

" Yea : is he not t " 
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ephemeral and splendid imprisonment of the Rue Saint 
Claude. But what availed it to be a woman, and to have 
the right to be capricious, if one could not Boraetimea rebel 
against the good and change it into eril, at least in imagi- 
nation 1 Nicole, then, regretted bar lost liberty, and in 
regretting her liberty began to long for Beausire. 

We come now to a day of special grief and irritability, 
when Oliva, having been deprived of all society for two 
weeks, with nothing to engage her attention, entered upon 
a very gloomy season of ennui. Having exhausted all 
means of diversion, not daring to appear at the windows 
or to go out, she began to lose her appetite, — not, how- 
ever, the appetite of the imagination, which, on the con- 
trary, increased as the other diminished. 

While she was in this state of moral agitation she re- 
ceived an unexpected visit, from Cagliostro. He entered as 
usual by the lower door of tho hotel, and crossing the little 
garden recently laid out in the court-yard, knocked on the 
shutters of the apartment occupied by Oliva. Four knocks, 
at intervals agreed upon between them, were the signal for 
drawing the bolt which the young woman had thought 
necessary to demand as a safeguard against a visitor armed 
with keys. 

On hearing Cagliostro's signal, she drew the bolt with 
a haste which showed her desire for a conference with 
him. Lively as a Parisian griaette, she rushed forward 
to meet her noble jailer, and in harsh, impatient tones 
cried out, " Monsieur, I wish you to know tbat I am 
homesick." 

Cagliostro, turning his head slightly, looked at her. 
"You are homesick 1" be said, closing the door; "that 
is a grievous malady." 

" I am unhappy here. I shall die here.™ 

" Really I " 
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"Yes j I have bad thoughts." 

" There, there," said the count, quieting her as if she 
had been a pet spaniel ; " if you are not comfortable in 
my house, do not blame me for it. Keep your anger for 
the lieutenant of police, who persecutes you." 

"You exasperate me with your coolness, Monsieur," 
said Oliva. " I would rather you flew in a passion ; you 
manage to pacify me, and that makes me mad with rage." 

" Acknowledge, Mademoiselle, that you are unreason- 
able," replied Cagliostro, sitting down at some distance 
from her, with that affectation of respect, or indifference, 
which succeeded so well with Oliva. 

" It is all very well for you to talk," she said; "you 
come and go as you like. You breathe the fresh air; you 
can choose your own pleasures. I vegetate in the space 
to which you have limited me ; I do not breathe, I 
tremble. I tell you, Monsieur, that your assistance is 
useless to me if it does not prevent me from dying." 

" Dying I you 1 " said the count, smiling. " Nonsense ! " 

"I tell you that you are behaving very badly to me; 
you forget that I love some one deeply, passionately." 

" Monsieur Beausire V 

" Yes, Beausire. I love him, I tell you. I never con* 
cealed it from you, I believe. You did not imagine I 
should forget my Beausire)" 

*' So little did I think so, Mademoiselle, that I bring 
you news of him." 

" Ah ! " said Oliva. 

" Monsieur de Beausire," continued Cagliostro, " is a 
charming fellow 1 " 

" Parbhu /" said Oliva, who did not see what the count 
was driving at. 

" Young and handsome.'* 

" Yes ; ia he not 1 " 
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"Full of imagination." 

"Full of fire — rather rough toward nie; but b 
loves well chastises welL" 

" Your words are golden. Ton have as much heart as 
mind, and as much mind as beauty ; and I who know 
this, I who am interested in everything loving in the 
world, — it is a mania with me, — I have conceived the 
idea of bringing you and Monsieur Beau si re together again." 

" Tou did not have that idea a month ago," said Oliva, 
with a co list rained atnile. 

" Listen, my dear child ; every honest man who e 
pretty woman seeks to please her when he is free, as I am. 
However, yon will acknowledge that if I did pay you 
some little attention it did not last long, eh 1 " 

" It is true," said Oliva, in the same tone, "a quarter 
of an hour at the most." 

" It was very natural that I should desist, seeing how 
much you loved Monsieur de Beausire." 

" Ah, you are making fun of ue ! " 

" No, upon my honor ! You resisted me so vigorously." 

"Yes, have I notl" cried Oliva, delighted at being 
accused of the flagrant crime of resistance. " Yes, you 
must acknowledge that I resisted." 

" It was the consequence of your love," said Cagliostro, 
phlegm atically. 

" But your love, yours," retorted Oliva, " was not very 
tenacious, then." 

" No j I am neither old enough nor ugly enough, nei- 
ther poor enough nor foolish enough, to run the risk of a 
refusal. I felt that you would always have preferred 
Monsieur de Beausire to me, so I made up my mind 
accordingly." 

" Oh, not at all ! hy no means ! " said the coquette. 
" That famous partnership you proposed to me, — you 
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ic-.v what I mean, — the right to give me yout 
visit me, to pay court to me, with all respect and 
was there not in that some little remains of hope ?' 
while saying these words the wily girl cast upon her 
itor such anient glances, from eyes too long idle, that he 
was hardly ahle to withstand them. 

"I acknowledge it," replied Cagliostro, "Your pene- 
tration is so great that nothing can escape it ; " and he 
feigned to turn away his eyes so as not to be dazzled by 
her glances, 

"Let us return to Beausire,™ she said, piqued at the 
count's indifference; " what is he doing, and where is he, 
the dear fellow?" 

Cagli os tro, looking at her still with some timidity, re- 
plied, "I said that I intended to re-unite you," 

" No, you did not say that," she murmured, with dis- 
dain ; "' hut since you say it now I hold you to it. Go on. 
Why did you not bring him here J — it would have been 
kind. Ho is free — " 

"Because," replied Cagliostro, without showing any 
surprise at this irony, " Monsieur de Beausire, who, like 
you, has too much imagination, has embroiled himself 
with the police." 

" He too 1 " cried Oliva, turning pale ; for now she felt 
that she was listening to the truth. 

"He too," repeated Cagliostro, politely. 

u What has be done 1 " stammered the young woman. 

"A charming frolic, an ingenious piocn of jugglery! I 
Call it a farce ; but morose persons, Monsieur de Crosne, 
for instance, — you know how stupid he is, — well, he 
calls it robbery." 

" Robbery I " cried Oliva, terrified. " My God ! " 

" A very pretty rubbery indeed ; and one which proves 
what a taste this poor Beausire hat for fine things." 
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e arrested?" 



i that he is not arrested, 




"Monsieur, Monsieur, 

" No ; but he is pursued. 

" Will you swear 
he is in no danger 1" 

" I can assure you that he is not arrested ; but as to the 
second point I will not give you my word. You know, 
my dear child, that Monsieur de Beausire, with his figure, 
his appearance, with all his well-known qualities, having 
been described to the police, would, if he should show 
himself, be seized by these bloodhounds. Only think 
what a lucky catch it would be for Monsieur de Croane 
to take you both I " 

" Oh, yes, yes ; he must conceal himself! Poor fellow ! 
I must bide too. Let me leave France, Monsieur. Please 
to do me this service ; because, you see, shut up here, 
Btifled, I could not resist committing some imprudence." 

"What do you call an imprudence, my dear girlt" 

" Why, showing myself, going out to get some fresh 
air." 

" Do not be alarmed, my dear ; you are already very 
pale, and you would soon lose your beauty, and then Mon- 
sieur de Beausire would not love you any longer. No ; 
take as much air as you please, and amuse yourself with 
looking out of the windows." 

" There, Monsieur," cried Oliva, " you are vexed with me, 
and you also are about to desert me. I offend you 
perhaps." 

"Mel Are you mad? And how could you havs of- 
fended me 1 " he said coldly. 

" Because a man who takee a fancy to a woman, — a man 
of your consequence, a handsome nobleman like you, — has 
a right to he vexed, to be disgusted even, when she is so 
silly as to repulse him. Oh, do not leave me, do 
abandon me, do not hate me, Monsieur ! " and the young 
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woman, as frightened now as she had been coquettish, 
pnt her arm round Cagliostro's neck. 

"Poor little one!" said the latter, imprinting a chaste 
fris3 on Oliva'a brow ; " bow frightened she is I Do not 
think so badly of inc. You were in danger, and I ren- 
dered yon a service. I had some plans with regard to 
yau ; I have given them up, that is alL I have no more 
hatred to manifest toward you than you have gratitude 
to oner me. I have acted for myself, you have acted for 
yourself; therefore we are quits." 

"Oh, Monsieur, how good and generous you are ! " 
and Oliva threw both arms, instead of one, round Cagli- 
ostro's neck. 

But the latter looked at her with his accustomed tran- 
quillity, " You see, Oliva, that if you should offer me your 
love, I — " 

" Well i " said she, with a vivid blush. 

" Were you to offer me your adorable person I should 
refuse, so much do I wish to inspire pure sentiments, free 
from all feeling of selfishness. You think yourself pledged 
to me. I should believe your feeling toward me one of 
gratitude rather than affection, of terror rather than love ; 
let us remain as we are. I fulfil your wishes in this, I 
know, and anticipate your delicate reserve." 

Oliva let fall her beautiful arms, and retired to a distance, 
ashamed, humiliated, the dupe of Caglioatro's apparent 
generosity, upon which she had not counted. 

" So,'* said the count, "so, my dear Oliva, it is settled : 
you will still consider me as your friend ; you will have 
every confidence in me ; you will make use of my house, 
my purse, and my credit, and — " 

"And I will say," aaid Oliva, "that there are men in 
the world superior to any I ever knew." She spoke these 
words with a charm and dignity which engraved a lino 
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upon that soul of bronze whose body was formerly called 
Balsam o. 

"Every woman is good when you touch the right 
chord," thought Cagliostro. 

" From this evening you shall inhabit the upper story 
of the hotel. It is an apartment which consists of three 
rooms, situated so as to overlook the boulevard and the 
Rue Saint Claude, The wi udows look upon Menilmontant 
and Belleville. A few persons may see you there ; but 
they are peaceable neighbors, whom you need not fear, — 
worthy persons who attend to their own a&airs and who 
will never suspect you. Lot them see you without expos- 
ing yourself unnecessarily ; but never allow yourself to be 
seen by those passing in the street, for the Rue Saint 
Claude is sometimes explored by the agents of Monsieur 
de Crosne. At least you will have, up there, air and 
sunshine." 

Oliva clapped her hands joyfully, 

"Would you like me to take you there V said 
Cagliostro. 

"This evening 1" 

" Certainly, this evening. Does it inconvenience you V 

Oliva looked fixedly at Cagliostro. A vague hope en- 
tered her heart, or rather her vain and perverted head. 

"Let us go," she said. 

The count took a lantern from the nntechamher, opened 
several doors, and ascending a staircase, followed by Oliva, 
reached on the third story the apartment of which lie had 
spoken. She found her new lodging furnished, decked 
with flowers, and ready for occupancy. 

" I should think I was expected here," she cried. 

"Not for you but for myself," said the count, " I like 
the view from this pavilion, and often sleep here." 

Oliva's eyes assumed the yellow tint and flashing ex- 
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pression^ one sometimes sees in tbe eyes of cats. She 
began to speak; Cagliostro stopped her, saying, "You 
shall want for nothing here ; your maid will be with you 
in a quarter of an hour," and he disappeared, with a 
low bow accompanied by a gracious smile. 

The poor prisoner sat down in perfect consternation, 
almost crushed, by the bed, which already awaited her in 
an elegant alcove. 

" I comprehend absolutely nothing of what is happen* 
ing to me," she murmured, following with her eyes the 
man who was really incomprehensible to her. 
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CHAPTER XXI1X 

THE OBSERVATORY. 



Oliva went to bed as soon as the maid whom Cagliostro 
bad sent to her bad 'withdrawn. She slept but little. 
The thoughts of every nature to which her conversation 
with the count had given rise, brought only waking dreams 
or disturbed sleep. We are not happy long when we are 
too rich or too quiet, after having been too poor or too 
anxious. ,, 

Oliva pitied Beausire ; she admired the count, whom she 
did not in the least understand. She no longer thought 
him timid ; she did not suspect him of insensibility. 

She felt very much afraid that her sleep might be dis- 
turbed by some sylph, and tho slightest noise caused her 
that agitation known by every heroine of romance who 
sleeps in the North Tower. At the approach of daylight 
all these terrors — which, however, were not without a 
certain charm — fled from her. It can hardly he said 
that Nicole attained this hour of perfect security without 
some feeling of coquettish spite, — a shade of feeling in- 
describable by any pencd but that of Watteau, or by any 
pen but that of Marivaux or Crebillon, junior. 

In the morning she allowed herself to sleep, enjoying 
the pleasure of absorbing in her flower-decked room the 
purple rays of the morning sun, of seeing the little birds 
running along the terrace of her window, where their winga 
made a. charming rustling sound among the rose-trees and 
the Spanish jasmines. 
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And it was late, very late, when she felt sufficiently 
invigorated to seek for motion, too much ao to remain idla 
and recumbent. Then she rose and ran into every cor- 
ner of this new apartment in which that incomprehensible 
sylph — how ignorant he must be ! — had not been able 
to find a trap-door through which he might have glided to 
clap his wings near her bed ; and yet sylphs in those days, 
thanks to the Comte de Gabalis, had lost nothing of their 
innocent reputation. 

Oliva enjoyed the sumptuousnesa of her apartment the 
more because it was unexpected. This apartment had been 
furnished for a man. In it was everything that could make 
life pleasant ; above all, an abundance of light, and fresh, 
pare air, which would change dungeons into gardens, if it 
were possible for light and air to penetrate a prison. With 
childish joy she ran out to the terrace, threw herself down 
on the tiles among the flowers and mosses, like a snake 
emerging from its nest. Lying down thus, that she might 
not be seen from without, she looked between the bare of 
the balcony at the tops of the trees on the boulevards, the 
houses in the Popineourt quarter and the chimneys, — a 
misty ocean, whose unequal waves rose one above the other 
on her sight. Basking in the sun, listening to catch the 
noise of rolling carriages, — rather infrequent, indeed, but 
there were some rolling along the boulevard, — bIis re- 
mained thus very happy for two hours. She even drank 
the chocolate which the maid brought her, and read a 
newspaper before she even thought of looking into the 
street. 

It waa a dangerous pleasure. The bloodhounds of 
Monsieur de Crosne, those human hounds who hunt with . 
the nose in the air, might see her. What a frightful 
awakening after a sleep so sweet t 

But this horizontal position could not be maintained for- 
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ever, pleasant as it might be. Nicole raised herself on her 
elbow, and then she saw the walnut-trees of Henilinontant, 
the great trees of the cemetery, the myriads of houses of 
all colors which rose one above the other, from the hillside 
of Charonne to the heights of Chauniont, some surrounded 
by verdant groves, others upon the edges of the chalky 
cliffs which were covered with heaths aud thistles. And 
here and there on the roads — narrow, ribbon -like paths, 
winding round these little mountains — in the vine- 
yards, on the white high-roads, could be seen little living 
beings : peasants upon their asses, children leaning over 
the fields thay were weeding, and vine-dressers trim- 
ming the vines. 

This rusticity charmed Nicole, who had always sighed 
for the beautiful couutry of Taverney ever since she had 
left that country for this Paris which had been the great 
object of her desires. At last she was weary of this dis- 
tant view, and as she had a comfortable and safe position 
among her flowers, as she could see without danger of 
being seen, she lowered her eyes from the mountain to the 
valley, from the horizon to the houses near her. Every- 
where, — that is, in the space occupied by three houses, — 
Oliva found that the windows were closed, ot offered but 
little to attract attention. Here was a house of three 
stories, inhabited by aged tenants hanging bird-cages on 
the outside or feeding cats within ; there a four-story house, 
the garret of which, occupied by an Auvergnese porter, was 
the only one into which she could look, — the other ten- 
ants appearing to be absent, having gone into the country 
perhaps. Finally, a little to the left, in the third house, 
could be 6een curtains of yellow silk, flowers, and —a suit- 
able piece of furniture for this comfortable place — a soft 
arm-chair, which, placed near the window, seemed to await 
the dreamer who should occupy it. Oliva thought that 
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■he could distinguish in the deep shadow of this room a fig- 
are moving to and fro with regular motion. She restrained 
her impatience, concealed herself more carefully even 
than before, and calling her maid, she sought, by entering 
into conversation with her, to vary the pleasures of soli- 
tude by intercourse with a thinkiug, and hotter still, a 
speaking creature. 

But the maid, contrary to all tradition, was reserved. 
She was very glad to explain to her mistress all about 
Belleville, Charonne, and the Fere-Lachaise. She told her 
the names of the churches of Saint Anibroise and Saint 
Laurent ; she pointed out how the boulevard made a curve 
in the direction of the right hank of the Seine ; but when 
it came to the neighbors she had not a word to say, — she 
knew no more about them than her mistress did. Oliva 
learned nothing about the shadowy apartment with its cur- 
tains of yellow silk, nothing about the moving figure, 
nothing about the arm-chair. 

If Oliva had not the satisfaction of learning something 
about her neighbor beforehand, at least she could promise 
herself that of making her acquaintance without the aid of 
another. Therefore she Bent away her too discreet servant, 
that she might apply herself to her exploration without a 
witness. 

The opportunity soon presented itself. The neighbors 
soon began to open their doors, to take their after-dinner 
siesta, or dress themselves for their walk in the Place 
Royale or in the Chemin Vert, 

Oliva passed them all in review, with the exception of 
that restless figure, which, without showing her face, had 
at last buried itself in the arm-chair, and seemed to he 
absorbed in silent re very. 

It was a woman. She had previously been under the 
hands of her hairdresser, who had constructed upon het 
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head one of those Babylonian edifices into the composition 
of which entered minerals and vegetables, to which animals 
would have been added if Leonard had ever used them, 
and if a woman of that period would have consented to 
make a Noah's ark of her head. Then she had settled 
herself down iu her easy-chair, her back supported by pil- 
lows so firm that the equilibrium of the body would bo 
maintained and the monument on her head remain intact 
even though the house were shaken by an earthquake. 

Oliva was at length able to remark that this lady with 
the magnificent head-dress was pretty ; that her foot, 
which ahe had rested on the window-sill, and which was 
clad in a rose-colored satin slipper, was delicate and en- 
ticing. She admired especially her rounded arms and the 
contour of her bust ; but that which impressed her more 
than anything was the absorbing nature of her thought, 
which seemed to render her whole body motionless, and to 
annihilate her by its power. 

This woman, whom we have recognized and whom Oliva 
could not recognize, did not suspect that any one could see 
her. The windows opposite hers bad never been opened. 
The hotel of Monsieur de Cagliostro had never betrayed its 
secrets, and with the exception of the painters employed to 
restore it, no living being had been seen at ita windows. 

To explain this apparent contradiction of Cagliostro's 
assertion that he Bometimes occupied the pavilion, a word 
will suffice. The count had given orders to have the 
apartment prepared for Oliva the evening previous, as if he 
were to occupy it himself. He had, so to speak, lied to 
himself, so well had his orders been executed. 

The lady with the beautiful head-dress remained buried 
in thought ; Oliva imagined that this beautiful dreamer 
was musing on some disappointment in love. 

From the moment she had seen this pensive recluse 
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lliva could not withdraw her eyes from her. She imag- 
ined that in her she had found her soul's sister. She 
constructed for hei a romance similar to her own romance, 
thinking, ingenuous girl, that one could not be pretty and 
elegant and shut up in the Rue Saint Claude without 
having some serious anxiety in her heart. 

When she had created her romantic story, Oliva, like 
all exceptional natures, allowed herself to be carried away 
by her fairy story ; she took on wings to fly to meet her 
companion, whom in her impatience she wished to sea 
impelled by wings like her own. 

But the lady with the monument did not stir ; she 
seemed to be sleeping in her chair. For two hours she 
had not moved. Oliva grew desperate. She would not 
have made to Adonis or poor Beausire one quarter the 
advances she had made to the unknown. 

Weary of the struggle, her feelings changing from ten- 
derness to hatred, she opened and shut her window 
repeatedly ; as often ahe frightened the birds in the foliage, 
and made telegraphic signs so compromising that the most 
obtuse of the agents of Monsieur de Crosne, if he had been 
passing along the boulevard or the Rue Saint Claude, would 
not have failed to see them and try to find their meaning. 

At length Nicole came to the conclusion that the lady 
with the beautiful hair must have seen her gestures, un- 
derstood her signals, but that she scorned them, — that 
she was either vain or an idiot. Idiot 1 — with those fine 
intelligent eyes, such sensitive hands ! Impossible. 

Vain, yes; a woman of the nobility in those days was 
accustomed to look down on a mere citizen. Oliva, dis- 
cerning in the countenance of the young woman all the 
characteristics of aristocracy, concluded that she was proud, 
and that it was impossible to move her; therefore she 
gave up the attempt. 
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Nicole was not aware that this supposed haughty lady 
was Jeanne dp Valois, Comtesse de La Molte, who, since 
the evening before, had been in search of an idea ; that 
heT purpose was to prevent Marie Antoinette and the Car* 
dinal de Rohan from meeting ; that it was still more 
important that the cardinal, while he did not meet the 
queen in private Ufa, should firmly believe that he did see 
her, and should be satisfied with this vision and cease to 
require the reality. 

If Nicole had known all this, she would not have taken 
refuge, angrily, in the midst of her lluwers ; and she would 
not have thrown over the balcony, in so doing, a pot of 
fraxinella, whieh fell into the deserted street below with a 
frightful clash. Oliva, in alarm, looked quickly to see 
-what damage she bad caused. 

The preoccupied lady was roused by the noise, saw the 
Bower-pot upon the pavement, and ascended from the 
effect to the cause, — that is, she raised her eyes from the 
pavement of the street to the balcony of the hotel, and 
she saw Oliva. On seeing her she uttered a loud cry, a 
cry of terror, aery which was followed by a rapid movement 
of her whole body, lately so motionless and almost rigid. 

Oliva'fl eyes and those of this lady met at last, ques- 
tioned each other, penetrating each other. 

Jeanne cried out in the first pluce, " The queen ! " 
Then suddenly clasping her hands aud knitting her biowa 
without daring to move, lest she should cause the strange 
vision to flee, " Oh I " she murmured, " I sought for a 
way, and I have found it." 

At this moment Oliva heard a noise behind her and 
turned quickly round. The count was in her room ; he 
had noticed the exchange of glances. 

" They have seen each other I " he said to himself. 
Oliva left the balcony abruptly. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE TWO NEIGHBORS. 

Prosi the very moment when the two women bad seen 
each other, Oliva, already fascinated by the grace of her 
neighbor, no longpr affected disdain for her; aud moving 
cautiously among her flowers she returned the smiles 'which 
were sent her. 

Cagliostro, when visiting her, had not failed to recom- 
mend to her the greatest caution, and especially to have 
nothing to do with her neighbors. This direction had 
fallen like a thunder-holt upon Oliva'a head, who waa 
already looking forward to pleasant intercourse with her 
neighbor. She, however, promised to obey him. But he 
was no sooner gone than she arranged herself on the bal- 
cony in such a way as to attract her neighbor's attention. 
The latter, one may well believe, nsked nothing better; 
and to Oliva'a first advances she replied by salutations and 
by throwing kisses, 

Oliva responded cordially to these amiable advances ; 
she noticed that the unknown no longer left the window 
without bidding her farewell when she went out, or nod- 
ding to her when she returned ; she seemed to have con- 
centrated all her powers of pleasing upon Oliva's balcony. 
Such a state of things would naturally be followed by 
some attempt at a more intimate intercourse. And this 
is what happened : Cagliostro, coming to see Oliva two 
days after, complained of a visit which had been made at 
the hotel by an unknown person. 
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" Indeed % " said Oliva, blushing a little. 

" Yen," replied the count, " a lady, very pretty, young, 
elegant, presented herself, and spoke to a valet who hail 
responded to her persistent ringing. She asked this man 
who the young person was who lived in the pavilion on 
the third story, your apartment, my dear. This woman 
certainly meant you ; she wished to see you. She must 
know you ; you are discovered then. Take care, the police 
has female spies as well as men in its service, and 1 warn 
you that I could not refuse to give you up, if Monsieur da 
Crosne should demand it." 

Oliva, instead of being frightened, recognized imme- 
diately this description of her friend, and although deter- 
mined to thank her by all the means in her power, she 
dissembled with the count. 

" You do not tremble t " said Cagliostro. 

* No one has seen me," replied Nicole. 

" Then it was not you she wished to see ? " 

" 1 do not think so." 

" Yet how could Bhe divine that there was a woman in 
this pavilion t Ah ! take care, take care 1 " 

"Ah, Monsieur le Cotnte," said Oliva, "why Bbonld I 
fear! If I have been seen, which I do not believe, it will 
not happen again ; and if any one should see me, it would 
only be at a distance, for the bouse is impenetrable, is it 
not 1 " 

" Impenetrable, that is the word," replied the count ; 
"for unless the walls are scaled, which is not easy, or the 
small entrance-door is opened with a key like mine, which 
is not very easy either, since I never leave it — " and 
he showed the key which he used to open the lower door. 
" Now," he continued, " as I have no desire to loee you, 
I will lend the key to no one ; and as it would he of no 
advantage to you to fall into the hands of Monsieur de 
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Crosne, you will not allow your wall to be scaled. So, 
dear child, you are forewarned; manage your own affairs 
as you please." 

Oliva made protestations of every sort, and tried to 
get rid of the count, who did not insist too much on 
staying. 

The next morning at six o'clock Oliva was out on her 
balcony, breathing tbe pure air of the neighboring hills, 
and darting a curious glance at the closed windows of 
her courteous friend. The latter, scarcely ever awake 
before eleven o'clock, showed herself as soon as Oliva ap- 
peared. It would seem that she hud been watching be- 
hind the curtains for an opportunity to see her. 

The two women bowed, and Jeanne, putting her head 
out of the window, looked around to see if any one could 
hoar her. No one appeared. .Not only the street but the 
windows of the houses were deserted. She then put 
both hands to her mouth, so as to form a sort of speaking- 
trumpet j and with that vibrating and sustained intona- 
tion which is not a cry, hut which carries sound farther 
than the simple voice, she said to Oliva, " I wished to 
pay you a visit, Madame." 

" Hush 1 " said Oliva, starting back with terror. And 
she put her finger to her lips. 

Joanne, in her turn, darted behind her curtains, think- 
ing some indiscreet person might be in Oliva's room ; 
but she almost immediately appeared again, reassured by 
Nicole's smile. 

" You cannot, then, be seen 1 " she said. 

" Al>"t ! " said Oliva, with a gesture. 

" Can you receive letters I " 

"Ob, no !" cried Oliva, terrified. 

Jeanne reflected some moments. 

Oliva, to thank her for her attentions, sent her a kiss, 
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which Jeanne returned with interest ; after which, 
her window, she went out. 

Oliva felt sure that her friend had thought of some 
new resource. Jeanne returned in about two hours. 
The sun was at its height, and the pavement of the street 
was as hot as the sands of the desert. 

Oliva saw her neighbor appear at the window with a 
cross-bow. Jeanne, laughing, made a sign to Oliva to 
move away. The latter obeyed, laughing also, and shel- 
tered herself behind her window-blind. Jeanne, aiming 
with care, discharged a small leaden ball, which, unfortu- 
nately, instead of clearing the balcony, struck one of the 
bars of iron and fell into the street. 

Oliva uttered a cry of disappointment; Jeanne, with 
an angry shrug of the shoulders, looked a moment down 
into the street to see if she could see her projectile, then 
disappeared for some minutes. Oliva,* also leaning over 
her balcony, looked down into the street; a rag-picker 
came along hunting on the right and on the left ; did he 
or did he not see that ball in the gutter? Oliva could 
not tell ; she concealed herself so that she might not be 
seen. 

Jeanne's second effort was more successful Her bow 
sent faithfully beyond the balcony into the chamber of 
Nicole a second ball, around which was wound the 
following note : — 

You interest me, most beautiful lady. I find you charming, 
and love you on merely seeing you. Are you indeed a pris- 
oner? Do you know that I attempted in vain to visit you ? 
Will the enchanter who thus watches over you ever let me 
approach you to let me tell you how I sympathize with a poor 
victim of man's tyranny ? 

I have, as you see, imagination at the service of my friends. 
Do you wish to be my Mend ? It appears that you cannot go 
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>ut you can write, doubtless, and as I go out when I 
please, throw your answer down to me when I pass under 
your balcony. 

If the shooting of the cross-bow should be dangerous, or if it 
should be discovered, we will adopt some other means of cor- 
respondence. Suspend from the top of your balcony in the 
dusk a ball of cord and attach your note to it ; I will fasten 
mine to it, and you can draw it up without being seen. 

If your eyes tell the truth, I can rely on you for a return of 
that friendship with which you have inspired me, and together 
we can conquer the universe. 

Yobh Friend. 

P. S. Did you see any one pick up my first note ! 

Jeanne did not sign, she had even disguised her hand- 
writing. 

Oliva leaped with joy on receiving the note. She replied 
to it by the following lines : — 

I love yon as you love me. I am, indeed, a victim of man's 
wickedness. But he who keeps me here is a protector, and 
not a tyrant. He comes secretly to visit me once a day. I 
will explain all this to you later. I prefer to receive your 
letters drawn up by a thread rather than by means of the 

Alas, no, I cannot go ont ! I am locked in ; but it is for 
my good. OH, I shall have so much to say to you, if ever I 
have the good fortune to speak with you ! There are so many 
things that cannot be written. 

Your first note was not picked up by any one, unless by a 
rag-picker who was passing by; but such persons cannot read, 
and to them lead is lead. 

Your friend, 

Oliva Lkgay. 

Oliva signed her name, without reserve. She made the 
countess a signal by pretending to unwind a thread, and 
when evening came on she dropped the ball into the 
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street. Jeanne was under the balcony, caught the thread 
and took off the note, — all her movements being commu- 
nicated to her correspondent by the conducting thread, — 
and then went home to read what was written. Half an 
hour later she attached to the fortunate thread a letter 
containing these words : — 

" One can do what he is resolved to do. You are not kept 
in sight, for I see you always alone. You are, therefore, able 
to receive visitors, and even to go out yourself. How is your 
house secured 1 — with a key ? Who has that key ? It is he 
who visits you, is it not ? Does he keep that key so carefully 
that you cannot steal it from him, or take an impression from 
it ? There is no question of any wrong-doing ; we are consid- 
ering only how to procure for you some hours of freedom, and 
pleasant walks arm-in-arm with a friend who will console you 
for all your misfortunes, and restore to you more than you 
have lost. We will plan even, if you wish it, for your entire 
freedom. We will discuss this subject in all its details at our 
first interview." 

Oliva eagerly devoured the contents of this letter. She 
felt rising to her cheek the fever of independence, and to 
her heart the joy of eating forbidden fruit. She had no- 
ticed that the count, whenever he visited her to bring 
her a book or some article of jewelry, deposited his dark- 
lantern on a side-table, and laid his key on the lantern. 
She therefore got ready a bit of soft wax, and on the next 
visit of Cagliostro took an impression of the key. While 
she was performing this operation the count did not once 
turn his head ; he was looking at the newly opened flow- 
ers on the balcony. Oliva therefore could execute her 
little project without uneasiness ; and as soon as the count 
had taken his departure she lowered the impression of the 
key, enclosed in a box, which Jeanne received together 
with a note. 
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The next day, at about noon, the cross-bow — an in- 
strument extraordinary and expeditious, an instrument 
of communication which, in comparison with the thread, 
was like the telegraph in comparison with a courier on 
horseback — discharged a note to Oliva, conceived as 
follows, — 

My dearest Fkiend, — This evening at eleven o'clock, 
when your jealous keeper ahull have left you, you will de- 
scend, you will draw the bolts, and you will nnd yourself in 
the arms of her who calls herself 

Yocu Lovikh Friend. 

Oliva trembled with joy, — even more than when she 
had received Gilbert's tender letters in the springtime of 
her early loves and secret meetings. At eleven o'clock 
she went downstairs without having noticed any sign of 
suspicion on the part of the count. She found Jeanne at 
the door, who embraced her tenderly, and took her into a 
carriage drawn up on the boulevard. Stunned, palpitat- 
ing, intoxicated, Oliva rode with her friend about two 
hours, during which the two companions exchanged 
secrets, kisses, and plans for the future. 

Jeanne was the first to suggest that Oliva should return 
home to prevent suspicion on the part of her protector; 
she had just learned that that protector was Cagliostro. 
She feared the genius of this man, and saw no safety for 
her plans but in the most profound mystery. 

Oliva had confided in Jeanne without reserve ; Beau- 
sire, the police, — she had told everything. Jeanne had 
represented herself as a girl of rank living with a lover 
without the knowledge of her family. 

One knew all, the other was ignorant of all ; Buch was 
the friendship declared between these two women. From 
this day forth they had no need of cross-bow, nor even of 

TOL. II. — U 
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the ball of thread, for Jeanne had her key. Oliva could 
come down to her whenever she pleased. A delicate sup- 
per, a secret promenade, were baits always sufficient to 
lure Oliva. 

" Does not Monsieur de Cagliostro suspect anything ? " 
Jeanne sometimes asked anxiously. 

" He ! indeed, if I should tell him everything he would 
not believe me," replied Oliva. 

A week's enjoyment of these nocturnal escapades had 
made them necessary to Oliva's happiness. At the end of 
a week Jeanne's name was more frequently heard from 
Oliva's lips than had ever been either Gilbert's or 
Beausire's 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



THE RENDEZVOUS. 

Monsieur de Cbarny Iiad scarcely arrived at his country- 
seat, and received a few visits, when the doctor ordered 
him to receive no one, and to keep Lis room, — an order 
which was executed with such rigor that not an inhabitant 
of the canton could see the hero of that naval combat 
which had made so much noise through all France, and 
whom all the young girls wanted to see, because he was 
notoriously brave, and was said to be handsome. 

Charny, however, was not so sick in body as was sup- 
posed. His malady was confined to hi3 heart and head ; 
but what a malady I — an acute pain, incessant and piti- 
less, the pain of a memory which consumed as if with tire ; 
the pain of a regret which tore his heart. 

Love, after all, is but a delusion. The absent one la- 
ments an ideal paradise, instead of regretting a material 
country; and yet one must adroit — however poetical 
he may he— that the woman truly loved is a paradise 
lather more material than that of angels. 

Monsieur de Charny did not endure this three days. 
Furious at finding all his dreams dispelled by impossibil- 
ity, annihilated by Bpace, he caused the order of the 
physician to be spread through the canton ; then intrust- 
ing the care of his doors to a faithful servant, Olivier set 
out in the night from his manor-house, riding a gentle but 
swift horse. In eight hours be was in Versailles, hiri 
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through his valet a small house situated behind the royal 

This house, which had been unoccupied since the tragic 
death of one of the gentlemen of the wolf-hunting train 
who had cut his throat there, suited Charny admirably ; 
he could be even more completely hidden there than in 
his own manor-house. It was decently furnished, had 
two doors, — one opening on a deserted street, the other 
upon an avenue running round tlie park, — and from the 
windows on the south, Charny could easily gain the avenue 
of elms ; for the windows, when the shutters covered with 
vines and ivy were open, were but doors, only slightly 
elevated above the ground, through which one could easily 
jump into the royal park. 

This close vicinity to the royal park, although so rarely 
permitted in those dayB, was a privilege granted an in- 
spector of the hunt so that he could be conveniently 
situated for watching over the deer and pheasants of 
his Majesty. 

This solitude was more pleaBant to Charny than any 
other would have been. Was it on account of the country 
view 1 We shall soon Bee, 

When he was completely immured in his new abode, 
when his valet had quieted the respectful curiosity of the 
neighborhood, Charny, forgetting as he was forgot, began 
a life the very thought of which would make any one 
tremble who during his existence in this world has loved 
or has even heard of love. 

In less than fifteen days he knew all the habits of every 
one connected with the palace, even those of the guards. 
He knew the hours when the birds came to drink in the 
marshes, when the frightened deer ran along by. He 
knew the hours when all was silent ; those when the queen 
walked with her ladies, and when the officers were mak- 
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ing their rounds ; in a wont he lived, although apart from 
them, with those who inhabited that Trianon, the temple 
of his insane adorations. 

Ab the weather was fine, as the mild and perfumed 
nights allowed his eyes to range at greater liberty, ho 
passed a portion of thein. under the jasmines climbing 
above his window, listening to the distant noises which 
came from the palace, watching through the interstices of 
the foliage the lights which were continually moving, up 
to the hour of retiring. In a short time the window 
was not sufficient He was too distant from that noise 
and those lights. He leaped from his window to the turf 
helow, sure of meeting at that hour neither dogs nor 
guards ; and he indulged in the delicious, perilous pleasure 
of going even to the edge of the thicket, to the point which 
separated the deep shadow from the bright moonlight, 
there to observe those outlines of light and shadow which 
were Formed on the white curtains of the queen's 
apartment. 

In this way he saw her frequently without her suspect- 
ing liis presence. Ho could recognize her a quarter of a 
league away, when walking with her ladies or with gentle- 
men of her acquaintance, playing with her Chinese parasol 
which she held over her large flower-trimmed hat. He 
never mistook her step nor her attitude for that of another. 
He knew all the dresses of the queen, and could distin- 
guish through the leaves the long, green frock with bands 
of black moire which undulated with her chastely seduc- 
tive movements. 

And when the vision had disappeared, when the night 
had permitted him to go as far as the statues of the peri- 
style, to watch the last movements of that beloved shadow, 
Charny would return to his window, and through an open- 
ing in the foliage he had contrived to make, gaze at a 
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distance upon the light shining in the queen's windows, 
until it disappeared ; then be subsisted through the night 
on memory and hope, as he hail ted through the day on 
observation and admiration. 

One night when Charny had returned home, and two 
hours had passed since be had bidden adieu to the absent 
shadow, just as he waa leaving his window to retire to bed, 
he heard the noise of a key turning gently in the lock ; 
he returned to bis observatory and listened. It was late ; 
it was striking midnight from all the clocks around Ver- 
sailles. Charny was surprised at bearing this unaccus- 
tomed sound. 

This refractory lock was that of a little door opening 
into the park, situated about twenty-five paces from 
Olivier's bouse. This gate was never opened, except 
during the days of the grand hunt when it was thrown 
open to admit the baskets of game. Charny noticed that 
those who opened this gate did not speak ; they locked 
the door after them, and entered the avenue which ran 
along under his windows, concealed from any one walking 
in the avenue by the shrubbery and hanging vine-leaves. 
Besides, those who were walking held down their heads 
and moved with haste. Charny could hardly distinguish 
them in the darkness ; but by the rustling of their gar- 
ments against the hushes he perceived that they were two 

These women, on turning into the wide avenue opposite 
Charny's window, came suddenly into the full moonlight, 
and Olivier could with difficulty restrain from uttering a 
cry of joyful surprise at recognizing the form and head- 
dress of Marie Antoinette, and also the lower part of her 
face notwithstanding the shadow cast upon it by her hat. 
She held a rose in her hand. 

With a palpitating heart, Charny glided from his win- 
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dow into the park. He ran along upon the grass to avoid 
being heard, hiding behind the largest trees, and keeping 
in sight the two women whose pace was gradually becom- 
ing slower. 

What ought he to do) The queeu had a companion ; 
therefore she was in no danger. Oh I if she were only 
alone, he would have braved any torture to approach her 
and say to her on his knees, " I love yon 1 " Oh, if she 
were only tlireatened with some great peril, he would have 
thrown away his life to save that preaious life ! As he 
was thinking all this, dreaming a thousand tender follieB; 
the two women stopped suddenly; one of them — -of less 
stature than the other — spoke a few words in a low voice 
to her companion and left her. 

The queen remained alone ; the other lady hastened 
toward some object which Charny could not yet discern. 
The queen, beating the ground with her little foot, was 
leaning against a tree, enveloped in a mantle in such a 
manner as to cover her head with the hood. 

When Cbarny saw her alone and so pensive, he leaped 
forward as if to throw himself on his knees before her. 
But he reflected that he was at least thirty steps away from 
her, and that before he could run that distance she would 
see him and take fright ; that she would cry out or flee ; 
that her cries would in the first place attract her com- 
panion and later some of the guards ; that they would 
search thB park and perhaps discover his retreat, and there 
would be au end forever to secrecy, happiness, and 
love. 

Scarcely had he restrained his almost irresistible im- 
pulse when the queen's companion returned, — and not 
alone. About two steps behind her walked a man of 
noble stature, enveloped in a large cloak, and wearing on 
his head a capacious hat 



200 THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE. 

This man, at sight of whom Monsieur de Charny trem- 
bled with hatred and jealousy, did not walk with the gait 
of a conqueror. Staggering, dragging his feet with hesita- 
tion, he seemed like a man feeling his way in the dark, 
although he had the queen's companion as a guide, and the 
queen herself was standing before him, white and erect, 
under the tree. When he saw Marie Antoinette, the trem- 
bling which Charny had noticed appeared to increase. 
The unknown took off his hat and swept the ground with 
it, so to speak. He came nearer. Charny saw him enter 
the deep shadow of the tree ; he bowed profoundly many 
times. 

The surprise of Charny meanwhile had changed to stu- 
pefaction. From stupefaction he was soon to pass to 
another emotion, painful in a veTy different way. Why 
should the queen come into the park at so late an hour! 
Why had that man come there 1 Why was he waiting in 
concealment? Why did the queen send her companion to 
him instead of going herself? Charny was almost beside 
himself. He remembered, however, that the queen was 
i ul. Tinted in mysterious politics ; that she sometimes 
engaged in intrigues with the German courts, — relations 
of which the king was jealous, and which he severely 
forbade. 

Perhaps this mysterious cavalier was a courier from 
Bahoenbmn or Berlin, some hearer of a secret message, one 
of those German emissaries whom Louis XVI. had become 
SO reluctant to receive at Versailles. This idea, like the 
bandage of ice which the doctor applies to a burning and 
feverish brow, ri'livs!u\l this poor Olivier, restored to him 
his senses, and quieted the delirium of his first anger. 
Besides, the queen retained an attitude full of dignity. 

The companion, standing about three paces away, 
, attentive, watchful, as are the duenna 
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pictures of Watteau, disturbed somewhat by her cheerful 
anxiety Monsieur do Charny 's opinion as to the chaste 
purpose of this meeting. But it is as dangerous to be sur- 
prised at a political rendezvous, as it is disgraceful to he 
surprised at a rendezvous of love ; and a lover and a con- 
spirator look very much alike : hotli have the same cloak, 
the same quickness of hearing, and the same unsteadiness 
of limb. 

Charny had not much time to give to these reflections. 
The companion suddenly interrupted the conversation. 
The cavalier made a movement as if to prostrate himself 
at the queen's feet; he was receiving doubtless bis dis- 
missal after the audience. 

Charny hid behind a great tree. Assuredly, the group 
in separating must pass one by one before him. To hold 
his breath, to pray the gnomes and sylphs to extinguish 
every echo, whether of earth or sky, was the only thing 
left for him to do. 

At that moment be thought he saw a light-colored ob- 
ject slipping down from the royal mantle; the gentleman 
stooped quickly even to the ground, then he arose with a 
respectful bow and fled, — for it would be impossible to 
express in any other terms the rapidity of his departure. 
But he was arrested in his course by the queen's compan- 
ion, who called him back with a little cry, and when he 
had stopped, said to him in a low voice, " Stay." He was 
a very obedient cavalier, for he stopped instantly and 
waited. 

Charny then saw the two women pass, holding each 
other's arm, two steps from his hiding-place; the air dis- 
placed by the queen's gown stirred the blades of grass 
almost under Charny's hand. He even recognized the 
perfume he had been accustomed to admire when near 
the queen, vervain and mignonette mingled together, 
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intoxicating to his senses and awakening pleasing 
remembrances. 

The women passed on and disappeared. 

Then, some moments after, came the unknown, of whom 
the young man had no longer thought while he was watch- 
ing the queen in her walk to the gate ; he kissed passion- 
ately, madly, a fresh and perfumed rose, which certainly 
was that whose beauty Charny had remarked when the 
queen had entered the park, and which just now he had 
seen fall from her hand. 

A rose, and a kiss upon that rose ! What had this to 
do with an embassy and secrets of State f 

Charny was almost beside himself. He was about to 
rush on this man and snatch the flower from his grasp, 
when the queen's companion reappeared and called out, 
" Come, Monseigneur." 

Charny believed himself in the presence of some prince 
of the blood, and to keep himself from falling half-dead on 
the ground, he supported himself against the tree behind 
which he had been concealed. 

The unknown hastened to the spot whence the voice 
had issued, and in company with the lady immediately 
disappeared. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



THE QUEEN 3 HAND. 



When Charny returned to his bouse, quite broken down 
by this terrible blow, he found that be no longer hud the 
strength to contend against this new calamity by which 
be was stricken. 

So Providence had brought him back to Versailles, and 
had granted him this precious hiding-place, only to put 
him on the track of a crime committed by the queen in 
contempt of conjugal fidelity, of royal dignity, and love's 
obligations. 

Beyond any doubt, the man received in the park was 
a new lover. Charny, in the fever of the night, in the 
delirium of his despair, in vain sought to persuade him- 
self that the man who had received the rose was an am- 
bassador, and that the rose was limply the pledge of a 
secret agreement, and was designed to serve as a substitute 
for a letter, which might be too compromising. Nothing, 
however, was of any avail against his suspicions. It re- 
mained for him ouly to examine his own conduct, and to 
ask himself why, in the presence of such an evil, he had 
remained so inactive. The instinct which had enjoined 
that inactivity was, upon reflection, easily understood. 

In the most violent crises of experience, action springs 
at the moment from the deep recesses of the heart and 
mind; and the instinct by which it is prompted is, in 
men well trained, a union of habit and reflection acting 
in the emergency with very great rapidity. If Charny 
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had not acted it was because the secret affairs of his sov- 
ereign did not concern him ; because in showing interest 
lie would reveal his love; because in compromising the 
queen he would have betrayed himself; and because it 
would have been a tactical error to afford to traitors, 
whom he wished to convict, an example of similar treason 
committed by himself. If he had not acted it was be- 
cause in accosting a man honored by the royal confidence 
he would have incurred the risk of falling into an odious 
quarrel, through a sort of ambuscade, which the queen 
never would have forgiven. In fine, the word "Mon- 
seigneur," uttered at last by the complaisant companion, 
was a salutary warning, coming somewhat late, to be sure, 
which bad saved Charny by opening his eyes when he 
was at the height of his fury. What would have become 
of him if, while assailing that roan, sword in hand, he bad 
suddenly heard him called " Monseigneur." 

Such were the thoughts which occupied Chamy's mind 
through all the night and the first part of the following 
day. After twelve o'clock the events of the night before 
were no longer of any moment to him. There remained 
to him only the feverish, consuming suspense in which 
he awaited the coming of another night, with its possible 
revelations. 

At last the night came, bringing to our ardent watcher 
gloomy desires and wild thoughts. The noises and move- 
ments to which he had been accustomed had for him now 
new meanings. He saw in the distance the queen walk- 
ing on the terrace, with lights borne before her. She 
appeared to him to be thoughtful, uncertain, still agitated 
by the incident of the previous night. 

Gradually all the lights in and about the palace 
extinguished, and silence brooded over the park. Chamy 
remembered well the hour of the queen's rendezvous. 
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Midnight eanie at length, and his heart was swollen al- 
most to bursting. " jN'ow," he said, " I shall hear the 
grating of the bolts, and the gate will open." But noth- 
ing occurred to break the silence. Charny then reflected 
— with some surprise that lie had not thought of it be- 
fore — that the same events- are not likely to occur on 
two days in succession ; that there was nothing obligatory 
in this love beyond the love itself ; and that these persons 
would be very imprudent were they to acquire the habit 
of meeting every day. No ; it was very certain that the 
queen would not repeat so soon the imprudence he had 
witnessed. 

Suddenly there was a grinding of holts, and the gate 
was opened. A mortal paleness covered Charny'a face 
when he saw again the two women. " How much she 
must love him 1 " he murmured. 

The women proceeded precisely as tiny did in the first 
instance, and passed by Charny'a window with hurried 
steps. He, as he had done before, leaped from his win- 
dow, when they had gone so fur that they could not hear 
him, and followed them cautiously. As he went he swore 
to himself that he would be prudent, firm, impassive. He 
determined to keep in mind that he waa a subject, she a 
queen ; that he was a man, and as such was bound to 
show respect ; that she was a woman, and as such was 
entitled to consideration. As he could not trust much to 
his fiery and explosive temper, lie flung his sword behind 
a tuft of mallows at the foot of a chestnut- tree. 

Meantime the two ladies had reached the same place 
where they had paused on their former expedition. Charny 
again recognized the queen, and saw her again conceal her 
face under her hood, while her serviceable friend went to 
seek, in his hiding-place, the unknown person whom she 
had called " MouseigiM 
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Where was that hiding-place 1 Charny asked himself. 
There was, indeed, in the direction taken by the queen's 
companion, the pavilion known as Apollo's Baths, sur- 
rounded by tall hedges; but how could the stranger hide 
himself there 'I How had he gained access to the place 1 
Charny remembered, then, that on that side of the park 
there was a small gate Hke that by which the two ladies 
had entered. The unknown, doubtless, had a key to that 
gate. From there he could glide to shelter in Apollo's 
Baths, where he could lie in waiting until he should be 
summoned. Yes, that explained everything. By way of 
the same little gate " Monseigueur " took his departure 
after his interview with the queen. 

A few moments later Charny perceived the cloak and 
hat which he had observed on the previous occasion. 
This time the unknown did not show the same respectful 
reserve in his approach to the queen. He came up with 
rapid steps and almost running. 

The quean, leaning against a tree, seated herself upon 
the cloak which this new Baleigh Bpread for her; and 
while the vigilant friend kept watch, as on the night be- 
fore, the amorous nobleman knelt on the moss and began 
talking with the fluency of passion. The queen, with her 
head drooping, seemed as if yielding to love's sweet mel- 
ancholy. Charny could not hear what was said; but the 
manner of the cavalier bore the stamp of poesy and 
love. His every intonation was equivalent to an ardent 
protestation. 

The queen made no response, and nevertheless the 
unknown seemed to he speaking with increasing tender- 
ness. It appeared sometimes to the unfortunate Charny 
that the words spoken were about to become intelligible 
to him, and be thought that on hearing them he should 
die of rage and jealousy. But he heard nothing — noth- 
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ing. Whenever the voice of tbe speaker was slightly 
raised, a significant gesture from the watchful companion 
compelled the impassioned orator to lower the tone of his 
address. 

The queen preserved an obstinate silence. The other, 
adding entreaty to entreaty, as Charny inferred from the 
vibrating melody of his tones, obtained from her only the 
sweet consent of silence, — an inadequate satisfaction for 
burning lips which hail begun to taste of love. 

Suddenly, however, the queen seemed to lot fall a few 
murmured words which the unknown alone could hear ; 
and as soon as he had heard them he cried out, so loud 
that the words reached Char ay's ears : " Thank you I 
oh, I thaak my gracious queen! Farewell, then, — till 
to-morrow." 

The queen completely hid, her fitce, already so well 



Charny felt a cold sweat trickling down his temples in 
large drops. 

The unknown saw both handH of the queen eitended 
toward him. He seized them in his own and kissed them 
so fervently that Charny, looking on, experienced all the 
tortures which savage humanity has Btolen from the infer- 
nal regions. The queen then rose suddenly, and seized the 
w companion. The two then fled together, passing 
re very near to Charny in his concealment. The 
unknown also fled, and Charny, who had not risen from 
the ground on which he was prostrated by indescribable 
suffering, thought that he heard the sound of the two 
gates closing at the same time. 

We shall not attempt to depict the situation in which 
Charny found himself after that horrible discovery. He 
spent the ni^ht coursing furiously through the park, in 
the alleys, which he reproached, in hie despair, for their 
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criminal complicity. Quite beside himself for several 
hours, he recovered his reason only when he stumbled 
over the sword which ha bad thrown aside lest be should 
be tempted to uBe it. This sword, which obstructed bis 
course and threw him to the ground, recalled him at once 
to a consciousness of hia power and of his dignity. He 
discontinued his mad running about, during which he 
had bruised himself against the trees, and walked directly 
and quietly along the avenue still impressed by the foot- 
steps of the two ladies and of the unknown. 

He went to the place where the queen had been sitting. 
The mosses still beaten down recalled to bim his own misery 
and the happiness of soother. But instead of lamenting, 
or indulging again in anger, Olivier set himself to reflect- 
ing on the nature of this love and the rank of the person 
by whom it was inspired. He examined the footsteps of 
that nobleman with the same cool attention which be 
would liave given to those of a wild animal. He went to 
the gate behind Apollo's Baths. By climbing up and look- 
ing over the wall he could see the tracks of o horse, and 
the grass badly trodden down. " He comes from that di- 
rection 1 He comes not from Versailles, but from Paris;" 
Olivier said to himself. "He comes alone, — and to- 
morrow he intends coming again ; for he said, ' Till to- 
morrow.' Till to-morrow, then, let me wait. To-morrow 
will be the last day of ray life, or else I am a coward and 
have never loved. Come, come," he continued, striking 
gently on his breast, as a horseman strokes the neck of his 
horse, " be calm, be strong, for the trial is not yet over." 

He then looked around him once more, turning his eyes 
away from the palace lest he should see the queen's win- 
dow lighted ; for that light would have been still another 
lie, another stain. The lighted window would mean that 
the queen's chamber was occupied. But why should one 
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lie in that manner after attaining to the rights of shame- 
lessness and dishonor, when so little distance remains 
between hidden shame and public scandal 1 

At length, however, Charny could no longer refrain 
from looking at the window of the queen's chamber. It 
was lighted 1 

" To make a pretence of being in her chamber," said 
Charny, with bitter irony, " when she is running about 
the park with a lover ! Truly that is chastity gone to 
waste ! She is really too kind, this queen, in assum- 
ing this pretence toward us. It is true, however, that 
she may fear giving annoyance to her husband." And 
Charny, burying his nails in his flesh advanced with 
measured steps along the path leading to his lodge. 

u They said, * Till to-morrow/ " he added, after en- 
tering. " Yes, till to-morrow — for every one. For 
to-morrow, Madame, there will be four of us at the 
rendezvous." 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

WOMAN AND QUEEN. 

The next night the scene was repeated. The door opened 
just at midnight, and the two women appeared. 

Charny had determined to discover this evening who 
was the happy personage whom the queen thus favored. 
He therefore followed the two women, concealing himself 
behind the shrubbery ; but when he arrived at the place 
where for two nights the meeting of the lovers had taken 
place, he found no one there. The queen's companion 
was dragging her Majesty toward Apollo's Baths. A hor- 
rible anxiety, a suffering of a new nature overwhelmed 
him. In his innocent uprightness, he had not supposed 
that the crime could be carried so far as that. 

The queen, smiling and whispering, walked toward the 
gloomy retreat at the gate of which the unknown gentle- 
man awaited her with extended arms. She entered, also 
with outstretched arms, and the iron gate closed behind 
her. Her accomplice remained outside, leaning upon a 
broken column cushioned by a luxurious growth of 
foliage. 

Charny was mistaken as to his power of endurance, 
which proved itself unable to resist such a shock. Just as 
he was about to rush upon the queen's companion to un- 
mask her, to discover who she was, to reproach her, to 
strangle her perhaps, the blood rushed like a conquering 
torrent to his temples and his throat, and suffocated him. 
He fell upon the ground, breathing a feeble sigh, which for 
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a moment startled from her tranquillity that sentinel at 
the gate of Apollo's Baths, An internal hemorrhage, 
caused by the re-opening of his wound, had stifled 
rim. 

Charny was at length recalled to life by the coldness of 
the dew, by the dampness of the ground, and by a strong 
sense of bis grief. He staggered as he arose, recognized 
the locality, became conscious of his own condition, and 
remembered what had happeued. The sentinel had disap- 
peared, not a sound could be heard. A clock in Ver- 
sailles soon after striking two, he realized that his swoon 
had been one of long duration. 

The frightful vision had disappeared; queen, lover, 
companion, had had time to flee. Chamy was enabled to 
convince himself of this by observing on the other side of 
the wall the recent footprints of a horse. These tracks 
and some broken branches in the vicinity of the gate of 
Apollo's Baths confirmed his conviction. 

The night was one long delirium, and the morning found 
him still agitated. Pale as death, looking ten years older 
than the day before, he called his valet to dress him in a 
black velvet suit, such as was worn by rich persons of the 
third estate. Gloomy, mute, absorbed in his griefs, he 
took his way to the Trianon, at the moment when the 
guard had just been relieved, — that is, at about ten 
o'clock. The queen was coming from the chapel where 
she had gone to attend Mass. As she passed by nil heads 
were respectfully bowed, and the officers lowered their 
■words. 

Charny saw some women red with vexation at seeing 
the queen look so beautiful. Beautiful indeed she was, 
with her fine hair carried hack from her temples, with her 
delicate features, her smiling mouth, her eyes showing 
weariness, but sparkling with a soft light. Suddenly aha 
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caught sight of Charny ; she blushed, and uttered a cry of 
surprise. 

Charuy did Dot bow. He continued gazing at the 
queen, who perceived from his look that some new misfor- 
tune must have occurred. She approached him. " I 
thought you had gone to your country-seat, Monsieur 
de Charny," she said severely. 

" I have come back, Madame," he said in a tone sharp 
and almost impolite. 

She paused, stupefied, — she, who could always distin- 
guish the feast shade of expression. 

After this exchange of looks and words which were 
almost hostile, she turned toward the ladies. "Good- 
morning, Countess," she said in a friendly way to Madame 
de La Motte, giving her a familiar glance. 

Charny started, and watched more attentively. Jeanne, 
uneasy under this scrutiny, turned away her head. 
Charny looked after her as if he were a madman, until 
she once more turned her face to him. Then he walked 
round her studying her movements. 

The queen, bowing to the right and to the left, waa at 
the same time watching the conduct of those two mutual 
observers. " Can he have lost his mind i " she thought. 
"Poor fellow ! " and she again approached him. "How 
is yoar health, Monsieur de Charny 1 " she said 
pleasautly. 

" I am very well, Madame, but — thank God ! - — not so 
well as your Majesty," and he bowed in such a manner as 
to frighten the queen more than he had before surprised 

" There is something in all this," said Jeanne, still 
watchful. 

" Where are you living now 1 " continued the queen. 
" At Versailles, Madame," said Olivier. 
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" How long have you been here 1" 

" For three nights," replied the young man, giving ex- 
pression to his words by look and gesture. 

The queen displayed no emotion ; Jeanne gave a 
start 

" Have you not something to say to me i " the queen 
asked Charny, with angelic sweetness. 

" Oh, Madame," replied the latter, " I could say too 
many tilings to your Majesty." 

"Come, then," she said abruptly. 

" I must be watchful," thought Jeanne. 

The queen, with rapid steps, walked on to her apart- 
ment. What appeared providential to Madame de La 
Motte was that Marie Antoinette, to avoid the appearance 
of seeking a tHf-h-lHt:, invited some persons to follow her. 
Jeanne slipped in among these persons. The queen, on 
reaching her apartment, dismissed Madame de Misery and 
all her attendants. 

The weather was mi!d ; the sun's heat and light, half- 
veiled by clouds, were subdued to a gentle softness. The 
queen opened the window looking on a little balcony ; she 
sat down before her desk loaded with letters; she waited. 
By degrees the persons who had followed her perceived 
her desire to be alone, and retired. Charny, impatient, 
consumed with rage, was crushing his hat in his hand. 

" Speak I speak ! " said the queen ; " you seem to be 
very much agitated. Monsieur." 

"How shall I begin?" said Charny, thinking aloud; 
" how can I dare accuse at once honor, fidelity, and 
Majesty i " 

"What do you say 1 " cried Marie Antoinette, turning 
quickly round witli (laming eyes. 

" And still, I shall speak only of what I have » 
continued Charny. 
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The queen rose. " Monsieur," she said coldly, " it is 
early in the morning for me to believe that you can be in- 
toxicated ; and yet you assume an attitude which is not 
becoming to young gentlemen before breakfast." She ex- 
pected to aee him overwhelmed by this scornful reproach ; 
but he, motionless as if he had not heard it, said, — 

" After all, what is a queen ? A woman. And I, what 
iml! A man, as well as a subject." 

" Monsieur ! " 

"Madame, let us not confuse what I have to say to you 
by an snger which would end in madness. I think I have 
proved to you that I have respect for royal dignity ; I fear 
that I have also proved that I have an insane passion for the 
poison of the queen. So make your choice ; at which of 
the two, the queen or the woman, do you prefer that this 
adorer should east an accusation of opprobrium and 
disloyalty I" 

" Monsieur de Chamy," cried the queen, turning pale 
and walking up to the young man, "if you do not in- 
stantly leave this room, I will have you driven out by 
the guards." 

" I will tell you, then, before being driven out, why you 
are an unworthy queen, and a woman without honor I " 
cried Charny, wild with rage, " For the last three nights 
I have followed you in your park 1 " 

Instead of seeing her give a start of horror at this terri- 
ble blow, as he had hoped she would, Charny was surprised 
to see her raise her head and approach him. 

" Monsieur de Charny," she said, taking his hand, " you 
are in a state which excites my pity. Take care, your eyes 
flash, your hand trembles, your cheeks are pale, the blood 
is all rushing to your heart. You are suffering ; shall I 
call for assistance 1 " 

" I saw you," he continued coldly, — " saw you with 
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that man when you gave him the rose, when he kissed 
your hands, — saw you when you entered Apollo's Baths 
with him." 

The queen passed her hand over her brow as if to assure 
herself that, she was not asleep. 

"Come," she said, "sit down, for you will fall if I do 
not support you, — sit down, I tell you." 

Chamy fell, in fact, into an easy-chair, and the queen 
seated herself upon a stool by his side. Then, taking both 
his hands and looking at him as if she would search his 
very soul, " Be calm," she said ; " quiet this agitation of 
heart and head, and repeat what you have just said." 

" Oh, do you wish to kill me t " murmured the unhappy 

"Be still, and let me question you. When did you 
return from your country-seat 1 " 

" Fifteen days ago." 

" Where are you lodging 1 " 

" In the house of the huntsman, which I hav* liireu. ' 

" Ah, yes ; the house of the suicide, at tne edge of 
the park." 

Charny nodded affirmatively. 

" Tou speak of a person whom you saw wltn me J " 

" I speak, in the first place, of yon, whom I saw." 

" Where did you see me 1 " 

" In the park." 

" At what hour 1 — on what day 1 " 

" At midnight on Tuesday — the first time." 

" You saw me J " 

" As plainly as I see you now ; and I also saw the iady 
who accompanied you." 

" Some one accompanied me 1 Could you recogniao 
this person." 

" I thought I saw her just now ; but I should not dau 
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to affirm it The figure only was the same; as to the 
face, one always conceals that when one has crimes to 
commit. ,, 

"Very well," said the queen, calmly, "you did not 
recognize my companion ; but me — " 

" Oh, you, Madame, I saw you as surely as I see you 
now ! " 

The queen stamped her foot with annoyance. 

" And — this companion," she said, — " the one to 
whom I gave a rose ? Did you not say you saw me give 
a rose 1 " 

" Yes ; but I could not approach that cavalier." 

" But you know him 1 " 

" They called him ' Monseigneur ; ' that is all I know." 

The queen struck her forehead in concentrated anger. 
" Continue," she said ; " Tuesday I gave a rose, — and 
Wednesday ? " 

"On Wednesday you gave him your two hands to 
kiss." 

" Oh ! " she murmured, biting her hands. " And then 
on Thursday, — yesterday ? n 

" Yesterday you passed an hour and a half in Apollo's 
Baths with that man, where your companion left you 
alone." 

The queen rose impetuously. 

" And — you — saw me ? " she said, jerking out every 
syllable. 

Charny lifted his hand as if to swear. 

" Oh," groaned the queen, in her turn transported with 
rage, " he swears it ! " 

Charny solemnly repeated his accusing gesture. 

" Me, me % " said the queen, striking her bosom. " You 
saw me ? " 

"Yes, you. On Tuesday you wore your green dress 
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watered stripes ; on Wednesday, your dinner dress 
with targe blue and red flowers ; yesterday, yesterday, the 
brown silk gown which you wore when I kissed your 
hand for the first time. It was you, it wag really you ! 
I die with grief and shame in saying to you : Upon my 
lifo ! upon my honor I by my God I it was you, Madame, 

The queen walked back and forth in the balcony with 
hurried steps, raring but little whether or not her strange 
agitation were observed by the spectators in the court- 
yard below, who were devouring her with their eyes. 

" If I should take an oath," she said, — "if I were to 
swear by my son, by my God, — I have a God, as you 
have f No, he does not believe me 1 He will not believe 
mel" 

Cbarny held down his head. 

" Madman I " added the queen, shaking him by the 
arm with energy ; and she dragged him from the balcony 
into the room. " There must be rare pleasure in thus 
accusing an innocent, an irreproachable woman ; it is a 
brilliant distinction thus to dishonor a queen. Do you 
believe me when I tell you that it was not I whom you 
saw 1 Do you believe me when I swear on this crucifix 
that during the past three days I have not left the palace 
after four o'clock in the evening 1 Do you wish me to 
prove by ray women, by the king who saw me here, that 
I could not be elsewhere 1 No, no ; he doee not believe 
me ! he does not believe me I " 

" I saw you ! " Charny coldly replied. 

"Oh," cried the queen, suddenly, " I know, I know I 
Has not this atrocious calumny already been thrown in 
my face 1 Was 1 not seen at the Opera-ball, making 
scandal for the whole court ? Did they not see me at 
Mesmer's, in a crisis, making scandal for the carious aud 
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for the women of the town J You know it well, you who 
fought for me 1 " 

" Madame, at that time I fought because I did not be- 
lieve it. Kow, I would tight because I do believe it, 

The queen raised to heaven her anus, rigid with despair, 
two burning tears rolled down her cheeks. " My God ! " 
she said, " send me an idea with, which to save myself 1 I 
do Dot wish to be despised by this man, my God I " 

Charny was stirred to the very depths of his heart by 
thin simple and earnest prayer. Ho hid his face in bis 
hands. 

The queen, after a moment's reflection, said, " Monsieur, 
you owe me reparation. This is the one I shall exact of 
you : Three successive nights you have seen me at night 
in my park in company with a man. You knew, how- 
ever, that advantage had already been taken of my resem- 
blance to a woman (I know not who she is) who has in 
her face and carriage something in common with me, — 
with me, unfortunate queen ! But since you would rather 
believe that it is 1 who am running about thus at night ; 
since you insist that it is I, — return to the park at the 
same hour. Go there with me. If it is I whom you saw 
yesterday you will, of course, not see me to-night, since I 
shall be with you ; if it is another, why should we not see 
hertogetherl And if we do see her — Ah, Monsieur,, 
will you regret what you have made me sutler 1 " 

Charny, placing both hands upon his heart, murmured, 
"You are doing too much for me, Madame. I deserve 
death ; do not crush me with your goodness," 

" Oh, 1 will crush you with proofs 1 " said the queen. 
" Not a word to any one. This evening at ten o'clock, 
wait alone at the door of the huntsman's lodge for that 
which I have determined to do in order to convince you. 
Go, Monsieur, and let notliing be suspected outside." 
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Chamy knelt without a word and then withdrew. At 
the end of the second salon, he passed within view of 
Jeanne, who looked at him fixedly, and who, with ail the 
others, was waiting to return to the queen's room when- 
ever her Majesty should send for them. 
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CHAPTER XXVILL 



Jeanne had noticed Chamy'a agitation, the queen's s 
iety, and tha eager desire of both to engage in 
tion. To a woman of Jeanne's insight this was more than 
enough to enable Iter to divine many things. 

After the meeting contrived by Cagliostro between 
Madame de La Motte and Oliva, the comedy of the last 
three nights needs no comments, 

Jeanne, having returned to the queen's room, I 
attentively, and watched every movement of the queen to 
discover, if possible, any confirmation of her suspicions. 
But the queen had been for some time distrustful of every- 
body. She showed no emotion of any kind ; Jeanne was 
therefore reduced to her own conjecture. Already she had 
ordered one of her lackeys to follow Monsieur de Charny. 
The lackey returned, and informed her that the count had 
disappeared in a house at the end of the park i 
avenue of elms. " Douhtless," thought Jeanne, "this 
man is a lover who has seen all." 

She heard the queen say to Madame de Misery, "I do 
not feel well, my dear Misery, and I shall retire to-night 
at eight o'clock." 

As the lady of honor questioned her, " I shall not re- 
ceive," said the queen. 

" It is clear enough," said Jeanne to herself ; " he would 
be stupid indeed who could not understand that" 
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The queen, still a prey to the emotions caused by bet 
interview with Charny, soon dismissed all her suite. For 
the lirst time since her admission at court Jeanne congrat- 
ulated herself on permission to withdraw. 

"Matters are becoming embroiled here," she said; "I 

ist go to Paris I It is time to undo what 1 have done." 
Aud she set out for Paris immediately. 

When she reached her own house in the Rue Saint 
Claude, she found there a superb present of silver plate 
which the cardinal had sent that very morning. After 
glancing carelessly at this present, although it was valuable, 
looked up from behind her curtains to Oliva's windows, 
which were not yet opeued. Oliva was still asleep, being 
doubtless much fatigued. 

Jeanne then drove to the hotel of the cardinal, whom 
ibe found radiant and elated with joy and pride ; seated 
before his desk, a master-piece of Boule, he was tearing up 
and re-writing anweariedly a letter which he was always 
beginning and could never finish. 

As the valet announced Madame de La Motte, Mon- 
seigneur le Cardinal exclaimed, "Dear Countess!" and 
he advanced to meet her. 

Jeanne received the kisses with which the prelate cov- 
ered her hands and arms, and placed herself where she 
mid most comfortably sustain her part in the conversa- 
tion. Monseigneur began with protestations of gratitude 
which were not deficient in eloquent sincerity. 

Jeanne interrupted him. " Do yon know J " she said, 
" that you are a delicate lover, Monseigneur, and that I 
thank you ? " 

" For what 3 " 

" It is not for the tasteful gift which you sent me 
this morning; it is for the precaution you took in not 
sending it to the pleasure- ho use. That was delicate 



222 THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE. 

indeed* Tour heart does not prostitute itself it giro 
itself." 

" With whom should one act with delicacy if not with 
you 1 " replied the cardinal. 

" Ton are not a happy man only, hut a triumphant god." 

" I confess it, and the happiness frightens me ; it trou- 
bles me ; it renders the sight of other men insupportable 
to me. I recall that Pagan fable of Jupiter weary of his 
own light" 

Jeanne smiled. 

"Have you just come from Versailles 1" the cardinal 
asked eagerly. 

"Yes." 

" You — have seen her 1 M 

"I — have just left her." 

" Did she — say — anything 1 " 

" Eh, what would you have her say 1" 

" Pardon me ; it is no longer curiosity, it is madness. 9 * 

" Do not ask me anything." 

"Oh, Countess." 

" No, I tell you." 

" How you say that ! One would think to see you that 
you bring bad news." 

" Monseigneur, do not compel me to speak." 

" Countess 1 Countess ! " and the cardinal turned pale. 

" A too great happiness," he said, " is like the culmina- 
ting point of Fortune's wheel ; when you are at its sum- 
' xuit, you are at the beginning of its decline. But do not 
spare me if there is any misfortune; there is none— is 
there 1 » 

" I will call it on the contrary, Monseigneur, a great 
good fortune," replied Jeanne. 

" It ! what do you mean by 'it;' what do you call a 
good fortune f " 
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" Not to have been discovered," said Jeanne, dryly. 

" Ob I " and be began to smile. " With the precau- 
tions of two hearts and one mind — " 

" One mind and two hearts, Monseigneur, cannot pre- 
vent eyes from looking through the branches." 

" Has any one seen 1 " cried Monsieur de Rohan, in terror. 

" I have every reason to believe so." 

" Then if we were seen, we were recognized 1 " 

" Oh, as to that, Monseigneur, you cannot believe it ; it 
we were recognized, if this secret were in any one's pos- 
session, Jeanne de Valois would already be at the world's 
end, and you, — you would he dead." 

"That is true. All these reservations, Countess, burn 
me by slow fire. Suppose that we were seen. But persons 
are often seen walking in the park. Is it not allowed ] " 

" Ask the king." 

" The king knows ! " 

" Once more I say, if the king knew, you would be in 
the Bastille, I in the Hospital. But as one misfortune 
avoided is better than two happy events, I have come to 
tell you not to tempt Providence a second time." 

"What do you say 1 " cried the cardinal; "whatisthe 
meaning of your words, dear Countess ) " 

" Do you not understand 1 " 

" I am afraid." 

" I should be afraid, if you did not reassure me." 

" And how can I do that 1 " 

"By not going to Versailles." 

1*he cardinal sprang up. " In the daytime V be said, 
smiling. 

" In the daytime certainly, hut alan in the night 1" 

Monsieur de Rohan shuddered, and dropped the coun- 
tess's hand. " Impossible ! " he said. 

"It is my turn to be frank with you," she replied. 
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" Yon said, I think, ' impossible. 9 Why impossible, if 
yon please 1 " 

" Because my heart is filled with a love which will end 
only with my hfe." 

" I see that/' she interrupted, speaking ironically ; " and 
it is to reach the end more quickly that you persist in re- 
turning to the park. Yes ; if you go there again, your love 
will end only with your life, and both would be cut down 
by the same blow." 

" How many terrors, Countess ! and you were so coura- 
geous yesterday ! " 

" I have the courage of animals. I am not afraid while 
there is no danger." 

" t have the courage of my race; I am not happy except 
in the presence of danger." 

" Very well ; but you will then allow me to tell you — " 

" Nothing, Countess, nothing," cried the amorous pre- 
late ; "the sacrifice is made, the die is cast; give me 
death if it must come, — but give me love 1 I shall go 
again to Versailles." 

" Alone ? " said the countess. 

" Would you desert me ? " said Monsieur de Rohan, in 
a reproachful tone. 

u I most certainly would ! w 

" She certainly will come." 

" You are mistaken, she will not come.* 

" Is it possible that you came from her to tell me that J* 
said the cardinal, trembling. 

" It is the blow I have been trying to soften for the last 
half-hour." 

" She will not see me % n 

"Never, and it is I who advised her to make this 
decision." 

" Madame, 9 ' said the prelate, in a thrilling voice, " it is 
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wrong for you to plunge the knife into a heart which you 
know to be so tender.' 1 

" It would be much more so, Monseigneur, to allow two 
mad creatures to be ruined for want of good advice. I 
give it; let thoBe who will, profit by it." 

" Countess, Countess, I would rather die 1 " . 

" That is your concern, and it is easily accomplished," 

"Death for death," said the cardinal, gloomily. "I pre- 
fer the end of a reprobate. Blessed be hell where I shall 
meet my accomplice I " 

" Holy prelate, you are blaspheming I " said the coun- 
tess ; "as subject yon are dethruuing your queen 1 as roan 
you are ruining a woman I " 

The cardinal seized the countess hy the hand and speak- 
ing wildly, " Acknowledge that she did not tell you that ! " 
cried he, " and that she will not renounce me thus." 

" I apeak to you in her name." 

" She merely asks for delay ? " 

"Take it as you please ; bat observe her order." 

" The park is not the only place where we can see each 
other, — there are a thousand safer places. The queen has 
even come to your house ! " 

" Monseigneur, not a word more ; I cany a heavy bur- 
den, that of your secret. I feel that I have not the strength 
to bear it a long time, What your indiscretions, chance, 
or an enemy's malevolence will not effect, remorse will ac- 
complish. I believe her capable, you see, of confessing 
everything to the king in a moment of despair." 

" Good God ! is it possible 1 " cried Monsieur de Eohon, 
" would she do that 1 " 

" If you should see her, you would pity her." 

The cardinal ruse precipitately. " What shall I doJ" 
be said. 

" Give her the consolation of silence," 

tol. n. — lfi 
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"She would think that I had forgotten her." 
Jeauue shrugged her shoulders. 
" She would accuae me of being a coward." 
" When your purpose is to save her J — never I " 
" Does a woman pardon a man who deprives her o 
presence J " 
>' ^ "Do not judge her as you would judge me." 

" I believe her great and strong. I love her for her 
courage and her noble heart. Therefore she can rely on 
me as I rely on her, I will see her once more for the h 
time ; she shall know all my thoughts, and what she shall 
determine upon after having heard me, I will fulfil as if it 
were a sacred tow." 

" As you please," she said. " Go, only you will go alone. 
I threw the key of the park gate into the Seine as I re- 
turned this morning. You will therefore go when you 
please to Versailles, while I shall set out for Switzerland 
or Holland. The farther I shall be from the bomb, the 
less I shall fear when it hursts." 

" Countess ! yon would desert me ; you would abandon 
me 1 Oh, my God 1 with whom can I talk about 
her!" 

" Have you not the park and the echoes 1 " said Jeanne ; 
" you can soon teach them the name of Amaryllis.'" 

" Countess, have pity 1 I am in despair," said the 
prelate. 

" Well," replied Jeanne, with the brutal energy of a sur- 
geon who decides upon the amputation of a limb ; " if you 
are in despair, Monsieur de Bohan, do not indulge ii 
lies more dangerous than powder, than the plague, than 
death I If you care so much for this woman, preserve her 
instead of ruining her , and if you are not altogether de- 
ficient in heart and memory, do not risk engulfing in your 
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own ruin those friends who have been devoted to you. 
But I myself will not play with fire. Will yon swear to 
me that you will not try to see the queen t Not even to 
see her, you hear, — I do not say speak to her, — for the 
next fifteen dayal If yon will swear this, I will remain 
and may still be of service to you. Are you determined 
to brave everything, to disregard my prohibition and here! 
I shall know it, and ten minutes later I shall set out I You 
will have to extricate yourself without my aid." 

" It is terrible," murmured the cardinal ; " the fall from 
so high a degree of happiness is crushing. Oh, it will kill 
me!" 

" Come, now," whispered Jeanne in his ear, " your love 
is only self-love." 

" To-day it is true love," replied the cardinal. 

" Then you must suffer to-day," said Jeanne ; " it is one 
of the conditions of true love. Come, Monseigaeur, decide, 
shall I stay here, or must I start for Lausanne!" 

" Remain, Countess, but find me a soothing balm. The 
wound is too painful." 

" Do you swear to obey me 1 " 

" On the honor of a Rohan ! " 

"Good I your soothing balm is found. I forbid inter- 
views, but I do not forbid letters." 

" Really I " cried the madman, reanimated by this hope ; 
" I may write 1" 

" Try it." 

" And — she will answer me 1 " 

" I will endeavor to prevail upon her." 

The cardinal covered Jeanne's hand with kisseB. He 
called her his tutelary angel. The demon inhabiting the 
heart of the countess must have laughed. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 



THE NIGHT. 

It was four o'clock in the afternoon of the same day when 
a man on hoi'se-back stopped on the outskirts of the park, 
behind Apollo's Baths. The cavalier was riding at a 
leisurely pace, as if for his own pleasure ; he was thought- 
ful as Htppolytus, and as handsome, and allowed the 
reins to hang loosely over the neck of his horse. 

He stopped at the very same place where for the last 
three days Monsieur de Hohan had fastened his horse. 
The ground in this place was trampled by horses' feet, 
and the bushes which grew around the oak-tree to which, 
the bridle was tied, were broken. 

The cavalier alighted. " This place seems to have been 
well-trampled," he said ; and be approached the wall. 
" Somebody has been climbing the wall ; here is a gate 
that has been recently opened. It is just as I thought. 

" No man can have been engaged in wars with the 
Indiana of the savannas without having learned how to 
distinguish the tracks of horses and men. Now it is 
fifteen days since Monsieur de Charny returned ; for 
fifteen days Monsieur de Charny has not allowed himself 
to be seen. This is the gate which Monsieur de Charny 
has chosen, through which to make his entrance into Ver- 
sailles." Saying these words the cavalier sighed as if his 
soul were being drawn from bis body. 

" Let us leave our neighbor his happiness," he mur- 
mured, looking at one of those eloquent tracks left upon 
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ie grass and walls. "That which God gives to some, he 
refuses to others. It is not without some design that 
God makes some men happy, others miserable ; blessed be 
his will I 

"Yet I raUBt have a proof. At what price, by what 
means can it be gained 1 

"Oh, nothing more simple. In the bushes, in the 
night, a man would not be discovered, and from his hiding- 
place he could see those who would come here. To-night 
I will be in the bnshes." 

The cavalier took up his horse's reins, slowly regained 
his saddle, and without hastening the pace of his horse 
disappeared around a corner of the wall. 

As to Charny, obedient to the orders of the queen, he 
had shut himself up in his own house awaiting a message 
from her. Night came, but nobody appeared. Charny 
instead of watching at the window of the lodge which 
looked on the park, was watching in the same room, but at 
another window which looked on the narrow street. The 
queen had said, "at the door of the huntsman's lodge;" 
but on the ground-floor, window and door were the 
same thing. The main tiling was to see all that might 
happen. He looked out into the dork night, hoping 
every minute to bear the galloping of a horse or the hur- 
ried step of a courier. He heard a clock striking half- 
past ten. Nothing happened. The queen, then, had 
deceived him. She had made a concession at the first 
moment of surprise. In her shame she had promised 
what it had been impossible to fulfil; and, horrible to 
think, she had promised knowing that she could not 
perform. 

Charuy, with that readiness to suspect which character- 
izes men who are violently in love, began to reproach 
himself with having been too credulous. "How could 
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I," he cried, — "I who had seen, — believe each false- 
hoods, and yield my conviction, my certainty, to a stupid 

Ue was enlarging with rage upon this fatal idea when 
the noise made by a handful of sand thrown upon the 
panes of the other window attracted his attention, and 
made him rush to look otit upon the side toward the park. 
He saw then in the avenue of elms, enveloped in a large 
black cloak, the figure of a woman who raised toward him 
a pale and agitated face. He could not restrain a cry of 
joy mingled with regret. The woman who was waiting 
for him, who called him, was the queen ! With one 
bound he reached the place where the queen was standing, 
and fell at her feet. 

"Ah, you are here, Monsieur 1 it is fortunate," said the 
queen, in a low and agitated tone; "what were you doing!" 

" You ! you, Madame ! — you yourself ! is it possible J " 
replied Charny, prostrating himself. 

" Is this the way you were waiting for me 5 " 

" I was looking for you on the street side, Madame." 

" Was I likely to come by the street, when it is so 
easy to come by the park 1 " 

" I hardly dared hope to see you, Madame," said 
Charny, with an accent of passionate gratitude. 

She interrupted him. "Let us not stay here," she 
said ; " it is too light. Have you your sword J " 

" Yes, Madame." 

" 'T is well. Where did those persons enter whom you. 
saw 1 " 

" By this gate." 

" Afld at what hour 1 " 

" At midnight, on each occasion." 

" There is no reason why they should not come again 
to-night. You have spoken to no one 1 " 
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"To no one." 

" Let us go into the shrubbery and wait." 

" Oh, your Majesty — " 

The queen went first. "You must know," she said 
suddenly, as if anticipating Chamy's thoughts, " that I 
have not amused myself with telling this atory to the 
lieutenant of police. Since I have made a complaint, 
Monsieur de Crosne should have done me justice. If the 
creature who usurps my name after having usurped my 
likeness has not yet been arrested, if all this mystery is 
not cleared up, you will see that there may be two 
reasons : either the incapacity of Monsieur de Crosne, — 
which is of no importance, — or his collusion with my 
enemies. Now, it seems to me difficult to believe that 
here, in my own park, any persons should dare to play the 
ignoble comedy which you have described to me, unless 
they were sure of direct aid, or tacit complicity. That is 
my reason for thinking that those who are guilty are so 
dangerous that I ought myself to assume the task of 
unmasking them. What do you think about it i " 

"I ask your Majesty's permission to say no more on 
this subject. I am in despair ; I have still fears, but I 
have no longer any suspicions." 

"At least you are an honest man," said the queen, 
eagerly ; " you can speak frankly. It is a merit which 
may wound the innocent if one makes a mistake with 
regard to them ; but the wound that it inflicts is one that 
can be healed." 

" Oh, Madame, it is striking eleven ; I tremble." 

" Assure yourself that there is no one here," said the 
queen. 

Chamy obeyed. He went through all the shrubbery 
even as far as the walls. " There is no one," he said 
when he returned. 
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" Where did the scene take place which you describee 
to me S" 

" Madame, just now, as I returned from my exploration 
my heart received a terrible blow. I perceived yon in the 
same place where, for the last three nights, I saw — 
false queen of France." 

" Here ! " cried the queen, moving away with disgust 
from the place where she was standing. 

" Under this chestnut-tree, yes, Madame." 

"Why, then, Monsieur," said Marie Antoinette, "let us 
not stay here ; for if they came to this spot, they will 
probably return here." 

Charny followed the queen into another avenue. His 
heart beat so violently that he was afraid he should not 
hear the noise of the gate in opening. She, silent and 
proud, waited until the liviug proof of her innocence 
should appear. 

The clocks announced the hour of midnight. The gate 
did not open. A half-hour passed, during which Marie 
Antoinette asked Charny more than ten times if the 
impostors had been very punctual to their time of 
meeting. 

Three-quarters past midnight struck from the belfry of 
Saint Louis at Versailles. The queen stamped her foot 
with impatience. " You see that they will not come to- 
night," she said. " Such misfortunes happen only to 
me ! " and saying these words, she looked at Charny as 
if she would quarrel with him had she surprised in his 
eyes the slightest sign of triumph or irony. But 
growing pale in proportion as his suspicions returned, 
maintained an attitude so grave and so melancholy that 
certainly his face reflected at that moment a patience 
serene as that of martyrs and angels. 

The queen took his arm and led him to the chestnut- 
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tree under which they had stood at first " You 
said," she murmured, "that it was here that you saw 
them J " 

" In this very place, Madame." 

"It wae here that the woman gave him a rose 1 " 

"Yes, your Majesty." 

The queen was bo weak, so weary with her long stay in 
this damp park, that she leaned against the trunk of a 
tree, and let her head fall on her breast. Insensibly her 
limbs gave way j Charny did not offer her his arm, and to 
save herself from falling, she seated herself hastily upon 
the grassy turf. Charny stood, as before, motionless and 
gloomy. 

The queen put both her hands to her face, and Chamy 
could not see the tear which was rolling down between her 
long, white fingers. Suddenly raising her head, " Mon- 
sieur," she said, " you are light ; I am condemned. I had 
promised to prove to-night that you had calumniated, me ; 
God does not wish it, — 1 bow to hia wi!L" 

" Madame — " murmured Charny. 

" I have done what no other woman would have done. 
I do not apeak of queens. Oh, Monsieur, what is a queen 
who cannot rule even one heart J What is a queen who 
cannot obtain even the esteem of an honest man t Come, 
Monsieur, help me to rise that I may go away; do not 
acorn me to the extent of refusing the assistance of your 

Charny threw himself like a madman on his knees. 
'' Madame," he said, striking his head upon the ground, 
" if I were not a miserable man who loves you, you 
would pardon me, would yon not?" 

"Yon I " cried the queen, with a bitter smile, — "you! 
you love me, and yet you think me an infamous woman 1 " 

" Oh, Madame 1 " 
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" You, you who ought to have a memory, you accuse 
me of giving a flower here, there a kiss, and yonder my 
love to another man ! Monsieur, no falsehood ; you do 
not love ma I " 

" Madame, that phantom was there, — that phantom of 
an amorous queen. Here where I am was the phautom 
of the lover. Tear out my heart, since those two infernal 
images live in my heart and devour it 1 " 

She took bis hand and drew him toward her with a 
gesture of excitement " You saw ! you heard ! It was 
certainly I, was it not 1 " she said in a choking voice. 
"Oh, it was II do not try to think otherwise. Well, 
then, if in this very place, under ihis very chestnut- tree, 
eeated as I was, you at my feet as was that other, if I 
press your hands, if I draw you to me, if I take you in 
my arms, if I Bay to you, — I, who you say did all this to 
another; I, who said the same thing to another, did I 
not) — if I say to you, 'Monsieur de Charny, I have 
loved, I do love, I shall love but one being in the world, 
— and you are that one 1 ' my God ! my God ! would not 
that be sufficient to convince you that a woman is not in- 
famous who has within her heart, together with the blood 
of empresses, the divine fire of a love like that 1 " 

Charny uttered a groan like that of a man about to 
expire. The queen's impassioned words had intoxicated 
him; be had felt her burning band upon his shoulder, 
her warm breast upon bis heart, her breath upon his lips. 
" Let me thank God 1 " he murmured. " Oh, if I did not 
think of God, I should think too much of you I " 

She arose slowly ; she fixed upon bim her eyea swim- 
ming in tears. 

" Will you have my life 1 " he said, beside himself. 

She looked at him silently for a moment. " Give ma 
your arm," she said, " and take me to every place where 






THE NIGHT. 235 

the others went. In the first place, here, — here a rose 

She drew from her drees a tone, still warm from the fire 
which had burned in her breast. " Take it I " she said. 

He inhaled the sweet odor of the flower, and pressed it 
to his heart. 

" Here that other one gave her hand to be kisaed ) " 

"Both her hands!" said Charny. He shook with 
excitement on finding his face enclosed in the queen's 
burning hands. 

"Thus is this place purified," Baid the queen, with an 
adorable smile. " Now, did they not go to Apollo's 
Baths ! " 

Charny paused, stupefied, half-dead, aa if the heavens 
had fallen. 

"It is a place," the queen said gayly, "which I enter 
only in the daytime. Let us go together to see the gate 
through which this lover fled from the queen." 

Joyous, tripping, leaning on the arm of a man the hap- 
piest God had ever blessed, she crossed, almost running, 
the grass-plots which separated the shrubbery from the 
wall around the park. la thia way they reached the gate 
behind which were tracks of horses' feet 

" It was here, on the other side." 

" I have all the keys," replied the queen. " Open the 
gate. Monsieur de Charny, let us investigate." 

They went outside and looked about them ; the moon 
just then came out from a cloud as if to aid them in their 
investigations. It3 white light seemed to cling tenderly 
to the beautiful face of the queen, who was leaning on 
Charny's arm while she listened and examined the bushes 
which Burrounded them. When she had satisfied herself 
that no one was there, she withdrew within the gate, 
drawing Charny toward her with a gentle pressure. The 
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gate closed behind them just as the clocks were striking 
two, u Adieu," she said. u Return home. Till to-morrow." 
She pressed his hand, and without another word disap- 
peared under the elms in the direction of the palace. 

On the other side of that gate they had just closed, a 
man rose from among the bushes, and vanished in the 
wood on the side of the road. This man carried with him 
the secret of the queen. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 



THE FAREWELL. 



The queen, next morning, looking bright and beautiful, 
left her apartment to go to Mass. Her guards had re- 
ceived ordera to admit every one. 

It was Sunday, and her Majesty on waking had said, 
" What a beautiful day I living is a pleasure to-day." She 
seemed to enjoy more than usual the perfume of her favor- 
ite flowers ; the gifts she bestowed were more niagniBcent 
than usual ; she seemed more eager for her daily commu- 
nion with God. She listened to the Bervice with intense 
devotion ; she had never bowed bo humbly her majestic 
head. 

While she was fervently praying, the crowd waa gather- 
ing along the passage from the apartments to the chapel, 
— as was usual on Sunday, — and even the steps of the 
staircase were filled with gentlemen and ladies. Among 
these last shone Madame de La Motte, modestly, but 
elegantly dressed. 

In the double line of gentlemen on the right, Monsieur 
de Charny was seen, who was receiving many congratula- 
tions on Ids restoration to health, on his returnj and 
especially on his radiant looks. 

Favor is a subtle perfume ; it is diffused with such 
facility through the air that real connoisseurs can distin- 
guish its aroma even before the bottle is opened. Olivier 
had been the queen's friend for only six hours, and every 
one already colled himself the friend of Olivier. 
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While he was accepting a!l these felicitations with the 
gracious manner of a really happy man, and while, as a 
mark of respect and friendship, all those in the left line 
passed over to the right, Olivier, compelled to cast his eyes 
here and there over the group which hoveted around him, 
observed in front of him a face whose gloomy paleness im- 
pressed him in the midst of his exaltation. He recognized 
Philippe de Taverney, in his uniform closed to his chin, 
and with hta hand upon the hilt of bis sword. 

Since the visits of politeness paid by the latter in his 
adversary's antechamber after the duel, and since the se- 
clusion of Charny by Doctor Louis, there had been no 
intercourse between the rivals. 

Charny, on seeing Philippe, who was looking at him 
quietly, without any expression either of kindness or men- 
ace, was the first to bow, and his salutation was returned 
by Philippe in a distant manner. Then, clearing a way 
through the group around him, " Pardon, gentlemen," said 
Olivier, " but allow me to perform a polite obligation," 
and crossing the space between the right and left lines, he 
came straight to Philippe, who did not stir. 

"Monsieur de Taverney," said Charny, bowing even 
more politely than before, "I should have thanked you 
for your kind interest in regard to my health, but I 
arrived only yesterday." 

Philippe colored, and looked at him, then cast down his 
eyes. 

" I shall have the honor. Monsieur," continued Charny, 
" of paying yon a visit soon, and I hope that you bear me 
no ill-will." 

*' None, Monsieur," replied Philippe. 

Charny was just about to extend his hand to Philippe, 
when the drum announced the queen's approach. 

"The queen is coming, Monsieur," said Philippe, slowly, 
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without mating any return to Charny's friendly gesture ; 
and he accompanied his words with a reverence which 
expressed melancholy rather than coldness. 

Charny, rather surprised, hastened to rejoin his friends 
in the line on the right. Philippe remained on the left as 
if he were a sentinel. 

The queen drew near. She was seen to smile upon sev- 
eral persons, and to receive through her attendants the 
petitions which were presented to her ; for she had per- 
ceived Charny in the distance, and fixing her eyes upon 
him, with that fearless courage which sha always displayed 
in her friendships, and which her enemies called immod- 
esty, she said quite loud, " Ask to-day, gentlemen ; ask, I 
cannot refuse anything to-day." 

Charny was moved to the very depths of his heart hy 
both the tone and the meaning of these magic words. He 
trembled with pleasure, which was his only expression of 
thanks to the queen. 

Suddenly the latter was aroused from her pleasant but 
dangerous contemplation by the sound of a atep, by the 
tones of a strange voice. The step resounded on the pave- 
ment at her right, the voice, agitated but grave, said, 
" Madame 1 " 

The queen perceived Philippe ; she could not repress at 
first a movement of surprise at finding herself thus placed 
between these two men, of whom she reproached herself 
perhaps with loving one too little, and the other too much. 
"You, Monsieur de Taverney," she cried, recovering her- 
self, — "you I you have something to ask of mel Oh, 

"An audience of ten minutes at your Majesty's lei- 
aure," said Philippe, without relaxing the severity of hia 
countenance. 

"This very moment, Monsieur," replied the queen, cast- 
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ing a furtive glance at Charny, whom she involunl 
dreaded to see in so close proximity with his old adversary 
"follow me," and she went on more rapidly whi 
heard Philippe's step closely following her own, arid had 
left Charny standing with the rest. She continued, how- 
ever, gathering in her harvest of letters and petitions, 
issued some orders, and entered her apartment. A quar- 
ter of an hour later, Philippe was admitted to the 
library, where her Majesty was accustomed to receive on 
Sunday. 

" Ah, Monsieur de Taverney, come in," said the queen, 
playfully, — " come in and assume for me a more smiling 
countenance. I must confess I am anxious every time a 
Taverney desires to speak to me. Your family is one of 
ill-omen. Keassure me quickly, Monsieur de Taverney, by 
telling me that you have not come to announce some 
misfortune." 

Philippe, more pallid after this introduction than he had 
been during the scene with Charny, seeing how little feel- 
ing the queen manifested in what she said, confined him- 
self to replying, " Madame, I have the honor to declare 
to your Majesty that this time I bring only 
news." 

" Ah, you have news for me ! " said the queen. 

"Alas, yes, your Majesty." 

" Ah ! " she replied, resuming that gay demeanor which 
made Philippe so miserable, "there, you have said, 'alas !' 
' Unhappy that I am ! ' a Spaniard would say. Monsieur 
de Taverney has said, ' Alas ! ' " 

"Madame," replied Philippe, gravely, "a few words 
will fully assure your Majesty that your noble brow will 
not be clouded this day at the approach of a Taverney, anil 
also that you will never again be troubled by the fault of 
a Tavern ey-Maison-Kouge. From this very day, Madame, 
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the last of this family, to whom your Majesty had deigned 
to accord some favor, is about to disappear, never again to 
return to the court of France." 

The queen, casting aside the playful air which she had 
assumed as a resource against the emotions which would 
probably be excited during this interview, exclaimed, 
" You are going away 1 " 

" Yes, yonr Majesty." 

" You — too I " 

Philippe bowed. " My sister, Madame, has already 
left your Majesty with regret," he said; " as for myself, 
I was always useless to the queen, therefore I am going." 

The queen seated herself, much agitated by reflecting 
that Andree had asked that final leave of absence on the 
day following the queen's interview with Charny in Louis's 
apartment, when he had received the Brat indication of 
ber feeling toward him. " Strange 1 " she murmured 
thoughtfully, and did not add another word. 

Philippe remained standing like a marble statue, 
awaiting his dismissal. 

The queen, rousing all at once from her lethargy, said, 
" Where are you going 1 " 

" I intend rejoining Monsieur de Lapeyrouse," said 
Philippe. 

" Monsieur de Lapeyrouse is at Newfoundland," observed 
the queen. 

" I have prepared everything to join him." 

"You know that a frightful death has been predicted 
for him } " 

" Frightful 1 I did not know that ; but I was aware 
that it was to be sudden." 

" And you will go 1 " 

" It ia for that reason that I wish to rejoin Lapeyrouse," 
he said, with n sweet and dignified smile. 
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The queen once more relapsed into her 
silence. 

Philippe still waited respectfully. 

The brave and noble nature of Marie Antoinette 
aroused, more fearless than ever. She arose, approached 
the young man, and said to him, folding her arms upon 
her breast, " Why do you go away 1 " 

" Because I have a great desire to travel," be replied 
gently. 

"But you have already made a tour of the world," 
replied the queen, deceived for a moment by his heroic 
calmness. 

"Of the New World, yes, Madame," continued Philippe; 
" but not of the Old and New together." 

The queen made a gesture of impatience, and repeated 
what she had said to Andree. " These Taverneys are a 
race of iron, and have hearts of steel. Your sister and 
you, you are two terrible persons, — friends whom one 
must finally hate. You are going away, not for the sake 
of travelling, — you are really weary of that, — but to 
leave me, Your sister was, she said, summoned by re- 
ligion ; she hides a heart of (ire beneath the ashes. But 
she wished to go, and she has gone. May God make her 
happy ! You, you who might be happy, — you, you are 
going too ! I told you just now that the Taverneya 
brought me misfortune I " 

"Spare us, Madame ! If your Majesty would deign to 
search our hearts, you would find there the most un- 
bounded devotion." 

"Listen 1" cried the queen, angrily, "You are a 
Quaker, she a philosopher, — creatures whom it is im- 
possible to move. She imagines the world a Paradise in 
which one enters only on the condition of being saints ; 
you, you take this world for the infernal regions in which 
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there can be only demons ; and both of you have fled 
from the world, — the one, beeauHe you do not find in it 
what you seek ; the other, because you find in it what 
you do not seek. Am I right) Eh, my dear Monsieur 
de Taverney, allow human beings to be imperfect ; ask of 
royal families to be only the least imperfect of the human 
race ; be tolerant, or rather, do not be egotistical." 

She spoke with too much passion. It gave Philippe an 
advantage. "Madame," said he, "egotism is a virtue 
when one makes use of it to increase his adoration." 

The queen blushed. " I only know," she said, " that I 
loved Andrce, and that she left me ; that I valued you, 
and you are going to leave me. It is humiliating to me 
to see two persona so perfect — I do not jest, Monsieur 
— abandon my house." 

" Nothing can humiliate so august a personage as you," 
said Taverney, coldly ; " shama cannot reach a head so 
exalted as your own." 

" I am trying to think what can have wounded your 



" Nothing has wounded my feelings, Madame," replied 
Philippe, eagerly. 

"Your rank has been confirmed ; yon are on the high 
road to fortune. I have distinguished you — " 

"I repeat to your Majesty that nothing at court dis- 

"Aud if I should tell you to remain — if I should 
command you to do so 1 " 

" I should have the 6orrow of replying to your Majesty 
by a refusal." 

The queen again had recourse to a moment of silent 
reserve which was to her like a break in the combat to 
the weary fencer. And as a home thrust always 
this moment of repose, she suddenly exclaimed, ' 
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perhaps some one bore who displeases you 1 Too ai 
easily offended, you know." 

"There is no one who displeases me." 

"I thought you had quarrelled — with a gentleman — 
Monsieur de Charny — whom you wounded in a due!,** 
said the queen, gradually becoming more animated ; " and 
aa it is very natural to avoid those we do not like, as soon 
as you saw that Monsieur de Charny had returned you 
immediately wished to leave the court." 

Philippe made no reply. 

The queen, mistaken in her opinion of this man, so 
loyal and so brave, thought that this was only a case of 
ordinary jealousy. She followed him up unsparingly. 
"You knew only to-day," she continued, "that Monsieur 
had returned. I say to-day 1 and it is to-day that you 
ask for permission to retire." 

Philippe turned livid rather than pale. Thus attacked, 
thus trampled underfoot, he avenged himself cruelly, 
" Madame," he said, " it is true that it is only to-day that 
I became aware of Monsieur de Charny'a return ; only I 
have known it longer than your Majesty thinks, for I mot 
Monsieur de Charny at about two o'clock in the morning 
at the gate of the park near Apollo's Baths." 

The queen became pale in her turn ; and after having 
observed, with admiration mingled with terror, the perfect 
courtesy of the gentleman, even in his anger, " Well," she 
murmured, in a faint voice, "go, Monsieur; I will not 
detain you longer." 

Philippe bowed for the last time, and with slow steps 
retired. 

The queen fell overwhelmed upnn her chair, saying, 
" France, country of noble hearts 1 " 
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THE CARDINAL'S JEALOUSY". 

The cardinal had passed three successive nights very dif- 
ferent from those which were constantly recurring to hia 
imagination. No news from any one, no hope of a visit I 
This death-like silence, after the agitation of passion, was 
like the darkness of a cellar after the joyous light of the sun. 

The cardinal had at first deluded himself with the hope 
that his lover — a woman as well as a queen — would wish 
to know the nature of the passion she had inspired, and 
whether she would still continue to please. This was a 
feeling quite masculine, — speaking materially, a two- 
edged weapon which wounded the cardinal grievously 
when it was turned against himBelf. 

In fact, receiving nothing, and bearing only silence, as 
Monsieur Delille says, he feared — unhappy man — that 
test had resulted unfavorably to himBelf. From this 
thought arose an anguish, a terror, an anxiety of which no 
one could form an idea who has not suffered from that 
pervasive neuralgia which turns every nerve connected 
with the brain into a serpent of fire writhing or distending 
itself at its own free will. 

This anxiety become insupportable to the cardinal ; he 
sent ten times in one half-day to Madame de La Motte'a 
house, and as often to Versailles. 

The tenth courier at last brought back Jeanne, who at 
Versailles was watching Charny and the queen, and se- 
cretly congratulating herself on this impatience of the 
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cardinal, to which she would si 
enterprise. 

The cardinal, on seeing her, shouted, " ] 
live in such tranquillity 1 What! you km 
tortured, and you, who call yourself my friend, allow this 
torture to kill me I " 

" Eh, Monseigneur," replied Jeanne, " patience, if you 
please. What I have been doing at Versailles is much 
more useful than what you have been doing here wishing 
for me." 

" It is impossible that any one should he so cruel ! " said 
his Excellency, somewhat appeased by the hope of obtain- 
ing news. " Come, what are they saying, what are they 
doing down yonder ) " 

"Absence is a grievous evil, whether one suffers from it 
at Paris, or has to bear it at Versailles." 

"What you say delights me, and I thank you for it ; 
but — " 

"But!" 

" The proofs 1 " 

"Ah, good God I " cried Jeanne, "what is that you 
are saying, Monseigneur, — proofs ! What is that word t 
Proofs ! Would you be in your right st 
to go and ask a woman for proofs of her fault 1 " 

" I do not ask a formal document, Countess ; I ask a 
pledge of love." 

"It seems to me," she said, looking at his Excellency 
in a very significant manner, " that you are becoming very 
exacting, if not very forgetful" 

" Oh, I know what you are going to say ; I know that 
I ought to be very well satisfied, — very much honored ; 
but judge of my heart by your own, Countess. How 
would you like to be thus oast aside after having obtained 
some appearance of favor J " 
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" I think you said ' appearance,' " replied Joanne, in 
the same mocking tons. 

"Oh, you can certainly taunt me with impunity, Coun- 
tess ; it is certain that I have no reason to complain ; but 
I do complain— " 

"Then, Monseigneur, I cannot be responsible for your 
discontent, if you have only frivolous reasons for it, or no 
reason at all." 

" Countess, you treat me r>adly." 

" Monseigneur, I repeat your own words. I follow your 
own statements." 

"Take some inspiration from yourself, instead of re- 
proaching me with my foolishness; help me instead of 
tormenting me." 

"I cannot help you where I see nothing to be done." 

"Yon see nothing to be donel" said the cardinal, 
dwelling on each word. 

" Nothing." 

"Well, Madame," staid Monsieur de Rohan, with vehe- 
mence, " every one, perhaps, does not think as you do." 

" Alas, Monseigneur, we are getting angry and no longer 
understand each other. Your Excellency will pardon me 
for saying so." 

"Angry! yes — Your unkindness drives me to it, 
Countess." 

"And yon do not consider whether or not this is 
injustice 1 " 

" Oh, yes ; I admit that if you do not serve me any 
longer, it is because you cannot ; I see that clearly." 

"You judge me rightly; why, then, do yon accuse 
mel" 

"Because you ought to tell me the whole truth, 
Madame." 

" The truth ! I have told you what I know." 
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"You do not tell me that the queen is perfidious, that 
she is a coquette, that she leads men on to adore her, and 
then drives them to despair." 

Jeanne looked at him in surprise. " Explain yourself, " 
she said, trembling not with fear, but with joy. In fact, 
she had just discovered in the jealousy of the cardinal a 
method of escape — which chance might not have given 
her — from a very difficult position. 

"Acknowledge," continued the cardinal, who could no 
longer control his pasBion, " acknowledge, I beg, that the 
queen refuses to see me," 

" I do not say that, Mouse igneur." 

" Acknowledge that if she does not repel me of her own 
free will, she thrusts me aside, to avoid giving annoyance 
to some other lover, in whom my attentions have aroused 
suspicion ." 

"Ah, Monseigneur I " cried Jeanne, in a tone so sym- 
pathetic that she allowed even more to bo suspected than 
she seemed desirous to conceal. 

"Listen," said Monsieur do Rohan; "the last time I 
■was with her Majesty I thought I heard some one moving 
in the thicket." 

"Nonsense !" 

" I will tell you what I suspect." 

"Do not say another woid, Monseigneur; you are in- 
sulting the queen. Besides, even if she were so unhappy 
as to fear the vigdance of a lover, — which I do not be- 
lieve,— would you ho so unjust as to imputo to her as a 
crime a past relation which she sacrifices to you t *' 

" * Past I ' — that is a good word ; hut it means nothing, 
Countess, if that past is still present, and is to run on into 
tho future," 

" For eharoe, Monseigneur ! You speak as if you would 
accuse me of having led you into an unfortunate enter- 
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prise. Your auspicious, Monseigneur, are injurious to the 
queen, and also to me." 

"Then, Countess, prove to me — ** 

"Ah, Monseigneur, if you repeat that word I shall 
think you mean to insult me." 

"In short, — do you think she loves me — even a 
little 3 " 

" Why, Monseigneur, you can easily find out," Jeanne 
replied, pointing to the table, on which were writing 
materials. " Sit down there and ask her yourself/' 

The cardinal seized Jeanne's hand in a transport of joy. 
" Ton will take to her the letter 1 " he asked. 

" If I did not give it to her, who would 1 " 

"And — you undertake that I shall have an answer)" 

"If you had uo answer how would you know what 
course to take 1 " 

" Oh, now you are as I like to see you, Countess." 

" Am I not 1 " she replied, with her subtle smile. 

The cardinal sat down and began to write. He had 
an eloquent pen, anil was a ready writer ; nevertheless, 
he destroyed ten sheets of paper before satisfying 
himself. 

" If you go on in that way," said Jeanne, " you will 
never come to an end." 

"You see, Countess, I am distrustful of my tender- 
ness, — it overflows so freely ; it may weary the queen.'* 

"Ah," replied Jeanne, ironically, "write to her like a 
politician, ami she will reply with a diplomatic note ; but 
it is your own affair," 

" You are right, — you are a true woman in heart and 
mind. Stay, Countess, why should we keep a secret from 
you, who are acquainted with the whole affair 1 " 

She smiled. " You have, indeed," she said. " but little 
to conceal from me." 
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" Read over my shoulder ; read as fast as I write, if you 
can, — for my heart is on are, and my pen will devour 
the paper." 

The cardinal proceeded to write a letter bo ardent, so 
wild, ao full of amorous reproaches and compromising 
protestations, that Jeanne, who followed his pen, said to 
herself, "He has written what I should not have dared 
to dictate to him." 

The cardinal read over the letter, and said to Jeanne, 
"Will that do)" 

" If she loves you," replied the traitress, " you will 
have proof of it to-morrow. Meanwhile, you can wait 
with a tranquil mind." 

" Until to-morrow, yes." 

Jeanne took the letter, sealed, allowed the cardinal to 
kiss her eyes, and toward evening returned home. There, 
after a refreshing change of costume, she sat down to 
think. The situation was precisely that which she had 
aimed to bring about. Two steps more and she would 
reach her goal. Who would be to her the better shield, 
— the queen, or the cardinal 1 That letter of the cardinal 
would render it impossible for him to accuse Madame da 
La Motte when the time should come for her to compel 
him to pay the money due for the necklace. Even if the 
cardinal and the queen should come to an understanding, 
how would they dare to destroy Madame de La Motte, 
the custodian of a secret so scandalous 1 The discussion 
would take place within closed doors, and Madame de La 
Motte, on being suspected, would make that fact a pretext 
for her departure, and would carry abroad the handsome 
fortune of a million and a half. The cardinal, iiideed, 
would know that Jeanne had the diamonds, and the 
queen would suspect it ; but they would not be eager to 
noise abroad & matter bo closely connected with that of 
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foe park, and of Apollo's Hatha. A aingle letter, indeed, 
was not sufficient foundation for that entire system of 
defence. However, the cardinal had good pens ; he 
would write seven or eight more. As to the queen, it 
was quite possible, that, in company with Monsieur de 
Charny, Bhe was preparing weapons for the use of Jeanne 
de La Motte. 

All this trouble, and all these turnings would lead, at 
the worst, to flight; and Jeanne, in ber meditations, an- 
ticipated the probable course of the affair. First wonld 
come the default of payment, then the denunciations of 
the alarmed jewellers. The queen would have recourse 
immediately to Monsieur de Rohan. But how 1 Neces- 
sarily through Jeanne's intermediation. Jeanne would 
warn the cardinal and summon him to pay. If he 
refused, she would threaten to publish his letters. He 
would pay. The payment made, there wonld be no 
longer any danger. In the eyes of the public there would 
be an intrigue to be explained; hut this gave her no 
anxiety. A million and a half, to save the honor of a 
queen and of a prince of the Church, was a sum far too 
small Jeanne thought she might secure three millions if 
she should make the effort. 

Why was Jeanne so sure of herself upon the question 
of intrigue I Because the cardinal was certain that on 
three successive nights he had been with the queen in 
the shadowy grovea of Versailles, and nothing in the 
world could prove to him that he had been deceived. 
Only one proof of the deception was in existence, and 
that proof Jeanne must proceed to remove. 

Having reached this point in her meditations, Jeanne 
approached the window and saw Oliva looking anxiously 
and inquiringly from her balcony. " Now for us two," 
ihe thought, saluting her accomplice affectionately. She 
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made to Oliva the signal agreed upon that in. the evening 
she was to come down to the street. 

Overjoyed at the receipt of this communication, 
Oliva returned to her chamber. Jeanne resumed her 
meditations. 

To destroy the instrument when it lias served its pur- 
pose is the custom of those who engage in intrigue. But 
most commonly they fail, either by destroying that, in- 
strument in such a manner ae to elicit from it a groan. 
which betrays the secret, or by destroying it so in< 
pletely that it may still serve the purposes of others. 
Jeanne thought that Oliva, devoted as she was to the 
pleasure of living, would not allow herself to be destroyed 
without uttering some complaint It was necessary to 
invent some story which would induce her to flee of her 
own free will. 

Difficulties arose at every step ; but there are minds 
which take delight in overcoming difficulties. 

Oliva, delighted as she was with the society of her 
friend, was delighted only relatively, — that is to say, in 
contemplating that companionship through the windows 
of her prison she found it charming. But the sin 
Nicole did not conceal from her friend that she would 
much prefer the open day, walks in the sunlight, in Bhort 
all the realities of life, to these nocturnal expeditious and 
this fictitious royalty. Jeanne, with her caresses, was an 
approach to life ; the realities of life were — money and 



Jeanne thoroughly understood this attitude of Oliva, and 
determined to draw her advantage from it. In short, the 
object of her approaching interview with Nicole must 
be to effect the complete disappearance of the only 
proof of the criminal deception practised in the park of 
Versailles. 
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When night came Oliva descended to the street, and 
Jeanne was waiting for her at the door. They went up 
the Rue Saint Claude to the deserted boulevard, and there 
took a carriage. 

Oliva began by covering Jeanne with kisses, which 
Jeanne returned with interest. 

" Oh, how tired I ain ! " cried Oliva ; " I have longed 
for you, watched for you." 

" Impossible, my friend, fur me to come to you ; it would 
have been too hazardous for ua both." 

"How aol " asked Nicole, in astonishment. 

"A terrible danger, my dear, at which I shudder 

atm.- 

" Ob, tell me about it quickly ! " 

"You know that you were weary of your confinement)™ 

" Alas, yes ! " 

"And that, for the sake of diversion, you wished to go 
ontl" 

" Tea ; and in thia you kindly aided me," 

" You know I told you about that fool of an officer 
in love with the queen, to whom you bear some 
resemblance." 

" Yes, I know that" 

"I was so foolish as to propose to yon that we should 
play a trick on that poor fellow, by making him believe 
that the queen returned bis love." 

"Alas ! " sighed Oliva. 

" I will not recall to you the first two walks we took at 
night in the garden of Versailles, in company with that 
poor fellow." 

Oliva sighed again. 

" Those two nights in which you played your part so 
well that our poor lover took the matter seriously." 

" It was wrong, perhaps," said Uliva, in a low voice ; 
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" for we deceived him, and he did not deserve it ; he 
charming man." 

" He is, indeed ; is he notl" 

"Oh, yes," 

" But wait ; we come now to the danger. To have 
given him a rose ; to have allowed him to say, ' your 
Majesty ; ' to have given him your hands to kiss, — these 
things might pass as jokes. But, my little Oliva, it seems 
there was something more." 

Oliva blushed so deeply that hut for the darkness 
Jeanne must have perceived it. It is true that, intelligent 
woman as she was, she looked out of the window. 

" What do you mean 1 " stammered Nicole. 

" There was a third interview," said Jeanne. 

"Yes," said Oliva, hesitating ; "you must know that, 
since you were there." 

"Your pardon, dear friend ; I was, as usual, at a dis- 
tance, watching, or pretending to watch, to support the 
parts we were acting, so that I did not see or hear what 
took place in the pavilion. I know only what you told 
me. You told me, as we returned, that you had walked 
about, that you had conversed, that you had continued the 
play of the roses and the kissing of hands. I believe 
everything you told me, my dear." 

"Well — but — " said Oliva, trembling. 

" Well, ray dear, it seems that our madman claims to 
havo received more than the pretended queen has granted 

•' What do yon mean!" 

" It seems that, intoxicated with delight, he has boasted 
of obtaining from the queen an indisputable proof of recip- 
rocal passion. The poor devil is mad, decidedly." 

" My God ! my Gnd 1 " murmured Oli 

" He is mad, in the first place, because he lies. 
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" Certainly," stammered Oliva. 

" You would not have exposed yourself to so terrible a 
danger without telling me of it?" 

Oliva shuddered from head to foot. 

" How was it likely," continued the terrible friend, " that 
you, who love Monsieur Beausire, and have me for your 
friend ; that you, solicited by Monsieur le Comte do 
Cagliostro, and rejecting his attentions, — that you have 
wantonly given that madman the right — to — say — - Oh, 
no ; he has lost his head ; there can be no question about 



" Tell n 



" cried Nicole ; " what is the danger? Let u 



" It is this. We have to do with a madman, — that is 
to say, a man who fears nothing and ih d neon troll a hie. If 
it were a matter of giving a rose, or of kissing hands, there 
would be nothing to say. A queen has roses in her park, 
and hands to offer to any of her subjects ; but if it were 
true that at that third interview — Ah, my dear child, I 
can no longer laugh since that idea has entered my 
head." 

OHva felther teeth grinding with terror. " What would 
be the consequence, my dear friend 1 " she asked. 

" In the first place you are not the queen, — to my 
knowledge, at least." 

" No." 

" And having usurped the rank of her Majesty, to com- 
mit an — indiscretion of that kind — " 

"WellT" 

"Well, that ia called high treason; and that means a 
great deal." 

Oliva hid her face in her hands. 

"After all," continued Jeanne, "since you have not 
done that of which he boasts, you will be acquitted on the 
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trial. The preceding indiscretions will be punished by 
an imprisonment of from two to four years, and by 
banishment." 

" Prison ! banishment 1 " cried Oliva, terrified. 

" It is not an irreparable evil ; but for my own part, I 
shall take precautions and hide myself." 

" You also are anxious 1 " 

" Of course. Will not that madman accuse me at once? 
Oh, my poor Oliva 1 it 1b a joke that will prove very costly 
to us both." 

Oliva burst into tears. " And I," she said, " who can 
never remain quiet for a moment 1 Oh, restless spirit ] 
Ob, demon t I am possessed, you see. After this misfor- 
tune I shall still rush into another." 

" Do not despair ; try only to avoid all public 
scandal." 

" Oil, I will shut myself up with my protector. What 
if I should confess everything to him t " 

" A pretty idea ! — a man who is keeping you for him- 
self, though now be hides his love, — a man who, on a 
word from you, will adore you, — you will acknowledge to 
him that you have committed this imprudence with 
another I I say ' imprudence,' but there is no knowing 
what he will suspect." 

" My God ! you are right." 

"Furthermore, the report of this matter will get abroad, 
and the researches of the magistrates will suggest scruples 
to your protector. Perhaps to make himself acceptable to 
the court he will deliver you to the officers." 

"Oh!" 

" Suppose that be should only drive you from his house, 
— what would become of you 1 " 

" I see that I am lost." 

" And Monsieur de Beauaire, when he shall be informed 
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of the affair — " said Jeanne slowly, watching for the effect 
of this last blow. 

Oliva jumped up, and striking with her head the roof 
of the carriage demolished her head-dress by the contact, 
" He will kill me I Oh, no," she murmured, " I will kill 
myself ! " Then, turning toward Jeanne, " You cannot 
save me," she said despairingly, "since you also are in 
danger ! *' 

" I have," Jeanne replied, " in the interior of Picardy 
a bit of land, — a farm. If one could gain that refuge 
secretly, before the matter conies to light, perhaps there 
would be a chance — " 

" Bat that madman, — he knows you, and would man- 
age somehow to find you." 

"Oh, if you were once out of the way, hidden, un- 
discoverable, I should no longer fear the madman ! I 
should say to him boldly, ' You are a foul to affirm such 
things! Prove theml' That would be impossible to 
him. Then I should say to him, quietly, 'You are a 
coward ! ' " 

" I will set out when and whither you please," said 
Oliva, 

" I think it would be prudent," replied Jeanne. 

" Is it best to start immediately t" 

" No ; wait till I have arranged everything. Do not 
show yourself even to me. Disguise yourself even to your 

"Yes, ye3; you may depend on me, dear friend." 

"And for a beginning, let us return ; we have nothing 
more to say." 

" Yea ; let us return. How much time will you need 
for your preparations!" 

" I do not know, — but listen ; from now till the day 
of your departure I shall nut show myself at the window. 
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When you see me there, understand that the day has 
arrived, and be ready." 

" I will. Thank you, my dear Mend ! " 

They returned slowly toward the Rue Saint Claude, — 
Oliva not daring to speak another word, and Jeanne medi- 
tating too deeply to speak to Oliva. On arriving they 
embraced each other, and Oliva asked her friend's pardon 
for all the trouble she had caused by her foolishness. 

" I am a woman/ 9 replied Madame de La Motte, paro- 
dying the Latin poet, "and am familiar with all woman's 
weakness ! " 
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What Jeanne and Oliva had promised they respectively 
performed. From the next morning Nicole had com- 
pletely concealed her existence from all the world; no 
one could suspect that she inhabited that house i 
Rue Saint Claude. She remained hidden behind a cur- 
tain, or behind a acreen, and kept her windows closed, 
notwithstanding the heat of the weather. 

Jeanne, who was making her preparations, — knowing 
that on the next day the default of the first payment of 
five hundred thousand francs would occur, — arranged 
everything in such a manner as to leave no point exposed 
to danger from the explosion which would ensue. That 
terrible moment she kept in view in all her observations. 
She hod considered the alternative of flight ; but flight 
would be strong evidence against her. She had deter- 
mined to remain motionless as a duellist after receiving 
hiB adversary^ hlow, — to remain, with the chance of 
falling, hut also with the chance of killing the enemy. 
With this pmpose in view, on the day after her interview 
with Oliva, ehe showed herself at the window, at about 
two o'clock, to announce to the pretended queen that she 
must be ready to start that evening. 

It would be impossible to describe Oliva's condition of 
mingled joy and terror. The necessity of flight signified 
danger ; the possibility of flight signified safety. She 
threw an eloquent kiss to Jeanne, and then made her 
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final preparations, putting into her little bundle some of 
the costly things belonging to her protector. 

Jeanne, after her signal, went oat to procure a carriage 
to which she should commit the valuable destiny of 
Mademoiselle Nicole. 

At eleven o'clock on the following night Jeanne entered 
the Rue Saint Louis in a post-chaise drawn by three strong 
horses. Upon the box was a man wrapped in a cloak, 
who showed the postilion which way to go. At the cor- 
ner of the Rue du Roi-Dore, Jeanne pulled the man's cloak, 
and the carriage was stopped. The man got down to speak, 
to the mistress. 

"Let the carriage remain here, my dear Monsieur 
Reteau," said Jeanne. " A half-hour will be enough. I 
will bring here some one who will get into the carriage, 
and whom you will convey, paying double fees to the 
postilions, to my little house near Amiens." 

" Yea, Madame la Comtesee." 

" There you will commit this person to the care of my 
farmer, Fontaine, who will know what is to be done." 

" Yes, Madame." 

" I forgot — You are armed, my dear Reteau 1 " 

" Yes, Madame," 

" This lady is threatened by a madman. Perhaps i 
attempt will be made to atop her." 

"What shall Idol" 

" You will shoot down any one who may attempt to 
obstruct your course." 

•' Yes, Madame." 

" You asked me for a payment of twenty louis for the 
affair you know about. I will give you a hundred, and 
will pay the expenses of your journey to London, where 
you may see me within three months." 

" Yes, Madame." 
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" Here are the hundred louis. I probably shall not see 
you here again, for it will be prudent for yoo to go to Saint 
Valery, and embark immediately for England." 

" You may rely on me." 

w It 1b for your Bake." 

" It is for us," said Monsieur Reteau, kissing the coun- 
tess's hand. " I am to wait here, then 1 " 

"Yea ; and I will go to bring the lady," 

Reteau got into the chaise which Jeanne had vacated, 
while she with rapid steps hurried to the Rue Saint Claude, 
and entered her apartment. All was quiet in the neigh- 
borhood. Jeanne lighted the caudle which, raised above 
the balcony, was to be the signal for Oliva to descend. 

" She is a prudent girl," said the countess to herself, on 
seeing that Oliva's window remained darkened. 

Jeanne raised and lowered her candle three times. 
There was no response. But she seemed to bear some- 
thing like a sigh, or a "Yes," thrown almost inaudibly 
upon the air from under the foliage that surrounded the 
window. 

" She will go down without showing a light," thought 
Jeanne, — " not a bad idea ; " and she herself went down 
into the street. 

The door did not open. Oliva had doubtless encum- 
bered herself with some heavy and troublesome packages. 

"The fool," said the countess, grumbling, "how much 
time she is wasting over her rubbish ! " 

No one came. Jeanne went over to the opposite door 
and listened, with her ear close to the large-headed iron 
nails which studded the door. Still no sound. A quarter 
of an hour passed in this way ; the clocks chimed half- 
past eleven, 

Jeanne walked to the boulevard to see from a distance 
if the windows were lighted. She thought that she could 
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perceive through the interstices in the foliage a gli 

of light which seemed to come from under the double 

curtains. 

" What ia she doing 1 My God, what can the wretchec 
little thing be about ! She did not see the signal, perhaps 
Come, we must take courage; let us go up again, 1 
in fact, she again ascended to her own apartment in order 
to try once more her telegraph of candles. But there was 
no answer to her signal. 

"It must be," said Jeanne, crumpling her ruffles with 
rage, — " it most be that the hussy is ill and cannot move. 
Oh, but what does that matter 1 Living or dead, she urns' 
be off to-night." 

She again descended her staircase with the swiftness o 
a hunted lioness. She held in her hand the key which 
had procured for Oliva so many times the liberty of takinj 
her nocturnal ramble. 

Just as she was slipping this key into the lock, she 
paused. " "What if there should be any one 1 up there w 
her t " thought the countess. " Impossible I I sho 
hear voices, and there would be time to go back. W 
if I should meet any one upon the staircase — oh 1 ' 
and she was upon the point of retreating at thought c 
this danger. The sound of her horses' feet pawing the 
pavement decided her. " Nothing great is accomplished 
without danger," she said ; " with boldness, danger i 
avoided." She turned the key in the enormous lock, a 
the door opened. 

Jeanne was acquainted with the localities ; her intelli 
gence would have revealed them to her, even tf she 1 
not already learned them while waiting for Oliva in 
evenings. Jeanne rushed up the stairs which were on 
left. There was no noise, no light, no person about. 

When she reached the landing-place of Nicole's api 
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ment, she saw under the door a luminous ray ; behind 
the door could be beard the sound of an agitated step. 

Jeanne, holding her breath, listened. There was no 
conversation ; Oliva was therefore alone, walking about, 
preparing for her departure probably. She was not ill 
certainly, and the only misfortune that had arisen was a 
slight delay. 

Jeanne gently scratched on the door. " Oliva t Oliva I" 
she said, " my dear little friend 1 " The step was ap- 
proaching. " Open ! open I " said Jeanne, hurriedly. 

The door was thrown open, a deluge of light inundated 
Jeanne, who found herself standing before a man carrying 
in his hand a three- branched candlestick. She uttered a 
fearful scream, and hid her face in her mantle. 

" Oliva ! " said this man, " is it not you 1 " and he 
gently removed the mantle of the countess. " Madame la 
Conitease de La Motte ! " he exclaimed, in a tone of sur- 
prise wonderfully natural. 

" Monsieur de Cagliostro 1 " murmured Jeanne, stagger- 
ing and almost fainting. 

Among all the dangers Jeanne had imagined, she bad 
not thought of this. And this did not seem at first to be 
very terrible ; but on reflecting a moment, and observing 
the gloomy appearance of that strange man, and bis air of 
profound dissimulation, the danger began to seem frightful 
to her. . She was almost beside herself with fear. She 
recoiled, and felt an impulse to throw herself down the 
staircase. Cagliostro politely extended his hand, and in- 
vited her to a seat. " To what am 1 indebted for the 
honor of your visit, Madame T " he asked in a firm voice. 

" Monsieur," stammered the intriguing woman, who 
could not withdraw her eyes from those of the count, " I 
came — I was seeking — " 

" Allow me to ring, Madame, that 1 may have those of 
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my servants punished who had the awkwardness, 
rudeness, to allow & woman of your rank to present 
thus alone." 

Jeanne, trembling, arrested the count's movement. 

" It must be," ho continued calmlyj " that you hap- 
pened on that rogue of a German who is sometimes intox- 
icated. He probably did not know you, but opened the 
door in a stupor and immediately went to sleep again." 

" Do not scold him, I beg of you, Monsieur," said 
Jeanne, speaking more freely, and without suspicion of the 
snare laid for her. 

" It was he, in fact, who opened the door to you, was 
it not, Madame?" 

" I think it was. But you promise me not to scold 
himl" 

" Yes, and I will keep my word," said tho count, with 
a smile. " Now, Madame, will you have the goodness to 

Jeanne, now that she thought she was not suspected 
of opening the door herself, could he with confidence 
concerning the object of her visit. 

"I came," she said quickly, " to confer with you, Mon- 
sieur )e Coitite, in regard to certain rumors that are going 
about." 

"What rumors, Madame?" 

" Do not urge me, I entreat, 1 ' she said, with affectation ; 
"the course I am taking is delicate — " 

" Search I search ! " thought Caglioetro ; " as for my- 
self, I have already found." 

"You are a friend of his Eminence Monseigneur le 
Cardinal de Rohan 1 " said Jeanne. 

" Ah ! ah 1 " thought Cagliostro, " go to the end of the 
; but you shall go no farther.'' Then aloud, 
q quite good terms with his Eminence." 
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"Anil I came," said Jeanne, "to seek information from 
you about — " 

" About 1 " said Cagliostro, with a slight tone of irony. 

" I have told you that my position is delicate, Monsieur ; 
do Dot take advantage of it. You must know that Mon- 
ir de Eohan has shown me some affection, and I wished 
to know how far I may count — In short, Monsieur, it 
is said that you can read the most hidden thoughts and 
sentiments." 

" I need a little more light, Countess, to read what is 
hidden in your mind." 

" Monsiear, it is said that his Eminence loves another; 
that he is in love with a woman of exalted rank. It is 
even said — " 

Here Cagliostro fixed his eyes, flashing with an angry 
light, on Jeanne, who almost sank beneath his gaze. 
"Madame, I do indeed read your mind ; but to read more 
clearly I need some assistance. Will you please answer a 
few questions t 

"How do you happen to come here to consult with met 
I do not live here," 

Jeanne shuddered. 

" How did you get into the house 1 For there is neither 
drunken German nor servant of any kind in this part of 
the hotel. 

" And if it was not myself whom you came to see, whom, 
then, did you expect to find 1 

"You do not answer? Well, I will assist you. You 
entered the house by means of a key which yon have now 
in your pocket. You came to seek a young woman 
whom I, out of sheer kindness, was sheltering in my 
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raipletely unbalanced, like a tree torn up 
■ And if that be so," she said, in a low 
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voice, "what crime have I committed 1 Is not a woman 
permitted to visit a woman J Call her; aho will tell 
you whether our friendship is one that may not be 
acknowledged." 

"Madame," interrupted Cagliostro, "you say that be- 
cause yon know she is not here." 

" Not here 1 " cried Joanne, alarmed. " Oliva no longer 
here?" 

" Oh," said Cagliostro, " you are perhaps ignorant of her 
departure, — you, who aided in her abduction ! " 

"Her abduction I I! I!" cried Jeanne, with some re- 
newal of confidence. " She has been carried away, and 
you accuse me!" 

"I do more, — I convict you," said Cagliostro. 

"What is your proof?" asked the countess, with 
assurance, 

Cagliostro took a paper from the table and showed it to 
her. It was a note addressed to Cagliostro, and read as 
follows: — 

"MoNBIEUB AMD GENEROUS PROTECTOR, — Forgive me for 
having you. But before all things I love Monsieur de Beau- 
sire. He has come for me, — he takes me away ; I follow him. 
Adieu. Receive the expression of my gratitude." 

" Beausire I" said Jeanne, petrified. " Beausire ! — who 
did not know Oliva'a address ! " 

"Oh, yea, Madame," replied Cagliostro, showing her a 
second paper, which he drew rfrom his pocket. " See, I 
picked this up on the staircase when I came to make my 
daily visit. It must have fallen from Monsieur de Beau- 
sire's pocket." 

The counteBs read, trembling — 

" Monsieur de Beausire will find Mademoiselle Oliva in the 
Rue Saint Claude, at the corner of the boulevard. He wiU 
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find her, and take her away immediately. It is a very sincere 
friend who gives him this advice. There is no time to be 
lost." 

" Oh I " said the countess, crushing the paper in her 
hands. 

" And he has carried her off," said Cagliostro, 
coldly. 

" But who wrote him that letter i " asked Jeanne. 

" You, apparently, — you, Oliva's sincere friend." 

" But how could he enter here 1 ** cried Jeanne, looking 
angrily at her impassive interlocutor. 

" Cannot one enter by using your key ? " 

" But since I have it Monsieur de Beausire cannot have 
it." 

"If a person has one key, he may perhaps have two," 
replied Cagliostro, looking at her intently. 

"You have there convincing documents," answered 
the countess, speaking slowly, " while I have only 
suspicions." 

" Oh, I have suspicions too," said Cagliostro, " as serious 
as yours." As he said these words he dismissed her by a 
gesture almost imperceptible. 

The countess began to descend the stairs. The entire 
length of the stairway, which when she arrived was dark 
and deserted, was now illuminated by the light of twenty 
candles, held by twenty lackeys, before whom Cagliostro 
called aloud, and with many repetitions, the name of 
Madame la Comtesse de La Motte. 

Jeanne departed breathing fury and vengeance, as the 
i breathes lire and poison. 
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CHAPTER XXXIIL 

THE LETTER AND THE RECEIPT. 

The next day was the day appointed in the queen's letter 
to the jewellers for the first payment on account of the 
necklace ; and since in that letter her Majesty had enjoined 
circumspection, they waited in quiet expectation of their 
five hundred thousand francs, and had a receipt for it writ- 
ten out in the most elegant handwriting that the house 
could command. 

The receipt was not called for. That night the jewellers 
spent in cruel anxiety and suspense. They reflected that 
the queen had extraordinary ideas, and she had need of 
secrecy, — so that perhaps her messenger would not arrive 
until after midnight. 

The coming of the dawn destroyed their chimerical 
hopes. They took a carriage and drove to Versailles. 
While Bossange remained in the carriage Boehmer sought 
to gain admission to the queen. He was informed that, 
not having a letter of audience, he could not enter. Dis- 
mayed and anxious, he insisted, and since he had on sev- 
eral occasions prudently placed here and there among the 
officers of the antechambers several small articles of value, 
they contrived to place him where the queen would see 
jjiim on returning from her walk. 

-• ilarie Antoinette, quivering yet with emotion as she 
recalled that interview with Charny in which she had 
confessed her love without becoming his mistress, was 
returning with her heart full of gladness, when she per* 
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ceivad the anxious face of Boehmer, who stood respectfully 
awaiting her approach. 

She gave him a smile, which he interpreted in the most 
favorable manner, and he ventured to ask for a moment's 
audience, which the queen promised to give hint at two 
o'clock, — that is, after her dinner. He took the good 
news to Bossange, who was waiting in the carriage, and 
who, suffering from a swelled face, did not like to present 
himself before the queen. 

" There ia no doubt," they said, while commenting on 
every word and every gesture of Marie Antoinette, " that 
her Majesty has in her drawer the sum which she could 
not obtain yesterday ; she has appointed two o'clock be- 
cause at that hour she will be atone.' 1 And they asked 
each other, as do the companions in the fable, if they 
should take the amount in notes, in gold, or in 

At two o'clock the jeweller was at his post, and was 
admitted to her Majesty's boudoir. 

" What is it now, Boehmer," said the queen, as soon as 
she perceived him, "do you want to talk of jewels? You 
are unfortunate in that way, you know." 

Boehmer thought that there must be some one concealed 
in the room and that the queen was afraid of being heard. 
He assumed therefore an air of intelligence, and looking all 
around, he replied, " Yes, Madame." 

"What are you looking about in that way fori" said 
the queen, in surprise. " You have s 

He did not answer, being rather shocked by this 
dissimulation. 

"The same secret as before, — a jewel to sell," 
tinued the queen; "something incomparable? Oh, do 
not be alarmed, — there is no one to hear us." 

" Then — " murmured Boehmer. 
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"Well, wbaU" 

" Then I may aay to your Majesty — " 

" Say it quickly, my good Boehmer." 

The jeweller drew near with a propitiating smile. " I 
may say to your Majesty that the queen forgot ua yester- 
day," he said. 

" Forgot you ! in what way 1 " said the queen, in 
surprise. 

" Why, yesterday — was the date — " 

" The date ! what date 1 " 

" Ob, I beg pardon, your Majesty, if I allow myself — 
I know very well that there is some indiscretion. Per- 
haps the queen ia not prepared. That would be a great 
misfortune, but, in short — " 

" Really, Boehmer," cried the queen, " I do not under- 
stand a word of what you aay to me. Explain yourself, 
my yuud friend." 

"Your Majesty has, then, lout all recollection of the 
matter ; which is very natural in the midst of so many 
preoccupations. " 

" Recollection of what J — I ask once more." 

"Yesterday was the day for the first payment on the 
necklace," said Boehmer, timidly. 

" You have sold your necklace, then 1 " said the queen. 

" Why," said Boehmer, looking at her in astonishment, 

"And those to whom you sold it have not paid you, 
my poor Boehmer? So much the worse. They must do 
as I have done ; net being able to pay for the necklace, 
they must return it to you, leaving you the amount paid 
on account." 

" What does your Majesty say 1 " stammered the jewel- 
ler, who staggered like an imprudent traveller who 
receives a sunstroke. 
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"I say, my poor Boehmer, that if tea successive pur- 
chasers should return your necklace as I returned it, each 
leaving you a bonus of two hundred thousand francs, 
that would give you two millions in addition to the 
necklace." 

" Your Majesty," cried Boehmer, " says that you really 
returned the necklace t " 

" Why, yes, I aay so," replied the queen, calmly. 
"What is the trouble 1" 

" What ! " continued the jeweller, " your Majesty never 
bought the necklace 1" 

"Now, what farce is this we are playing!" said the 
queen, severely. " Is this miserable necklace destined 
always to deprive people of their senses I" 

" Why," said Boehmer, trembling from head to foot, 
" it seemed to me that I heard from your Majesty's own 
lips that you had rtturnfd — your Majesty said retubsed 
— the diamond necklace." 

The queen gazed at Boehmer with astonishment, and 
folded her arms. " Fortunately," she said, " I have some- 
thing here with which to refresh your memory ; for you 
are a very forgetful man, Monsieur Boehmer, not to say 
disagreeable," and she went straight to her desk, took 
from it a paper, which she opened and read over, and 
then slowly held it out to the unhappy Boehmer, "The 
style is sufficiently clear, I imagine," she said. And she 
sat down, the better to observe the jeweller while he read 
it. The face of the latter expressed at first complete in- 
credulity, thou by degrees the moat terrible alarm. 

" Well," said the queen, " you recognize that receipt, 
which attests in due form that ynu have taken back the 
necklace ; and unless you have forgotten also that your 
name is Boehmer, — " 

" But, Madame," cried Boehmer, trembling 
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mingled rage and terror, " it is not I who signed this 
receipt." 

The queen started back, almost annihilating this man 
with her flashing eyea. "You deny it!" she said. 

" Absolutely ! Even were I to leave here my liberty 
and my life, I would say that I never received the neck- 
lace; that I never signed that receipt. Were the block 
here, and the executioner by its side, I would still repeat, 
* No, your Majesty, this receipt is not mine. 1 " 

"Then, Monsieur," said the queen, turning pale, "I 
have robbed youl I, then, have your necklace!" 

Boehmer searched his pocket-book, and drew from it a 
letter which he handed to the queen. " I do not think, 
Madame," he said in a tone respectful, but trembling 
with emotion, — -"I do not think that if your Majesty had 
wished to return the necklace, you would have written 
this acknowledgment I now present to you." 

"But," said the queen, "what is this scrap of paper? 
I never wrote that 1 Is that my hand-writing 1 " 

" It is signed," said Boehmer, aghast. 

" ' Marie Antoinette de France ' — you are mad ! Am I 
of France, — I ? Am I not Archduchess of Austria 1 Is 
it not absurd to say that I wrote that! Come, then, 
Monsieur Boehmer, the trap is too crude ; go and tell 
your forgers so." 

"My forgers — " stammered the jeweller, who came 
near fainting on hearing these words. "Your Majesty 
suspects me, Boehmer 1 " 

" But you have suspected me, Marie Antoinette 1 " said 
the queen, haughtily. 

"But this letter 1" he objected, pointing to the paper 
which she still held. 

" And that receipt 1 " she replied, pointing to the paper 
he had not given up. 
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Boehmcr was obliged to lean upon a chair; the floor 
was whirling round beneath htm. He breathed spasmodi- 
cally, and the purple of apoplexy had replaced bis livid 
paleness, 

" Give me back my receipt," said the queen. " I hold 
it as good ; and take back your letter signed ' Maris Antoi- 
nette de France.* The first lawyer you meet will tell you 
what it is worth ; " and throwing down the note, after 
tearing from his hands tha receipt, she turned her back 
and withdrew to a neighboring room, abandoning to h 
aelf the unhappy man, who was no longer able to form an 
idea, and who, in violation of all etiquette, allowed him- 
self to sink into an easy-chair. 

A few minutes, however, served to restore him ; 
rushed from the apartment, and went to join Bosaange, to 
whom he related his adventure in such s 
excite his partner's suspicions with regard to himself. 
But he repeated his story so many times, and so clearly, 
that Bosaange began to tear his wig, while Boehroer tore 
his hair, — a spectacle which, to the passers-by who hap- 
pened to get a glimpse into the carriage, was painful and 
comical at the same time. 

As it is not possible, however, to pass a whole day in a 
carriage ; and as after having torn hair and wig one comes 
to the cranium; and as under the cranium there are or 
should be ideas, — the two jewellers conceived that of forc- 
ing, if possible, the queen's door, to obtain some sort of 
an explanation. They were making their way, therefore, 
toward the palace in a pitiable state, when they were met 
by one of the queen's officers, who requested that onn of 
them should go to her Majesty. Their joy and their 
eagerness to obey may be readily imagined. They wore 
admitted without delay. 

-vot, ii. — 18 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE CARDINAL IS SURPRISED. 



The queen seemed to be waiting impatiently ; and as 
soon as she saw the jewellers she exclaimed, eagerly, " Ah, 
there is Monsieur Bossango ; yon have reinforced yourself, 
Boehiner. So much the better," 

Boehmer had nothing to say ; he was meditating. The 
best tiling a man can do in such a case is to express him- 
self by gesture ; Boehmer threw himself at Marie Antoi- 
nette's feet. It was an expressive gesture which Bossange, 
as he was his partner, felt obliged to imitate. 

" Gentlemen," Baid the queen, " I am calm at present, 
and I will not again become angry. Besides, an idea has 
presented itself to me which modifies my feelings with 
regard to you. Doubtless, we are all misled by some little 
mystery, which is no longer a mystery to me." 

"Ah, Madame," cried Boehmer, delighted with these 
words of the queen, " you suspect me, then, no longer of 
Laving committed — oh, what an ugly word to speak — 
forgery I " 

" I beg you to believe that it is as hard for me to hear, 
as for you to pronounce," said the queen. " No j I do not 
suspect you longer." 

*' Does your Majesty, then, suspect any one ] " 

" Answer my questions. Tou say that you are no longer 
in possession of the diamonds 1 " 

"We have them no longer," answered both jewellers 
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" It ia of little importance to you to know by whom I 
returned them, — that is ray affair. Have you not seen 
Madame la Comtesse de La Motte 1 " 

" Your pardon, Madame, we have seen her — " 

" And she gave you nothing — from me 1 " 

" No, Madame. Madame la Comtesse only said, 
< Wait ! ' " 

" But that letter which professes to be written by me, — 
who sont it 1 " 

"That letter," replied Boebmer, — "that, which your 
Majesty had in your hand, was brought to us by an un- 
known messenger during the night ; " and he showed the 
false letter, 

"Ah, ah I " said the queen, "you see, then, that it did 
not come directly from me." She rang, and a footman 
appeared, 

" Let Madame la Comtesse de La Motte be sent for," 
said the queen, quietly. " And," she continued, in the 
same calm manner, " you have seen no one ; you have not 
seen Monsieur de Kohan i " 

" Tee, Madame. Monsieur de Eohan came to pay us a 
visit and inquire — " 

" Very well," replied the queen, " we will seek no far- 
ther. If the Cardinal de Rohan is still connected with 
this affair, you would be wrong in giving yourself up to 
despair. Let me see : Madame de La Motte, in saying 
that word, ' Wait,' may have wished — No, I understand 
nothing about it. But go to Monsieur le Cardinal, and 
relate to him what you have just told me ; lose no time, 
and say to him that I know everything." 

The jewellers, revived by this little ray of hope, looked 
at each other with somewhat less alarm expressed in their 
faces. Boasange alone, who wanted to put in a word, 
ventured to say in a low voice, " Nevertheless, the queen 
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has in her hand a forged receipt, and forgery ia a 

Marie Antoinette knitted her brows. " It is true," she 
said, " that if yon have not received the necklace, this 
writing is a forgery. But in order to prove the forgery 
it is indispensable that I should confront you with the 
person to whom I intrusted the diamonds." 

" Whenever your Majesty may wish," cried Bossange. 
"We do not fear the light; we are honest tradesmen." 

"Then, go seek the light from Monsieur le Cardinal; 
he alone can clear up this affair." 

" And will your Majesty permit us to bring you bis 
reply 1" asked Boehmer. 

" I shall obtain information before yon do," said the 
queen ; " I shall be the one to free you from embarrassment 
in this matter. Go." She dismissed them, and when they 
had gone, yielding to her anxiety, she sent courier after 
courier to Madame lie La Motte, 

The cardinal was at home reading with a rage impossi- 
ble to describe a short letter which Madame de La Motte 
had just sent him, as she pretended, from the queen. The 
letter was severe ; it deprived the cardinal of all hope. It 
commanded him to think no more of what had taken 
place, and forbade him to appear familiarly at Versailles ; 
it appealed to his loyalty not to attempt to renew relations 
that had become impossible. 

In reading these words a second time, the prince jumped 
up with rage. He spelled out the letters one by one ; he 
seemed to call the paper to account for the cruelties with 
which an unkind hand had burdened it. " Coquette, 
capricious, perfidious woman ! " he cried out in hiB de- 
spair ; " oh, I will have my revenge." He then tried to 
think of all the foolish pretexts which solace weak hearts 
in the sorrows of love, hut which do not cure the love 
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itself. " Here are four letters," he said, " which she has 
written me, — all moat unjust, one juat as tyrannical as 
another. She received me, then, only through caprice I 
It ia a humiliation I would hardly pardon, even if she did 
nut sacrifice me to a new caprice." And the unhappy 
u read again with the fervor of hope all these letters, 
so pitiless in the rigor of their morality. 

The last was a master-piece of cruelty ; the poor cardi 
nal's heart waa pierced through and through by it ; never- 
theless he loved to such a degree that from a, mere spirit of 
contradiction, he delighted in reading over and over again 
those harsh words sent from Versailles, according to Ma- 
dame de La Motte. 

It was at this moment that the jewellers preaented 
themselves at the cardinal's hiiiteL Ho waa very much 
surprised at their persistence in asking to be admitted; 
three times he drove away his valet, who returned a fourth 
time to the charge, saying that Boehmer and Bossanga had 
announced their determination to remain unless they were 
cast out by force, 

" What does that mean I " said the cardinal. " Allow 
them to come in." 

They entered ; their agitated faces bore witness to the 
fierce struggle, moral and physical, through which they 
had passed. If they had been conquerors in one of these 
struggles, the unfortunate men had been vanquished in 
the other. Never had more distracted brains been sum- 
moned to perform their functions in the presence of a 
prince of the Church. 

" In the first place," cried the cardinal, " what is the 
meaning of this outrage, gentlemen? Du we owe you 
anything 1 " 

This tone chilled with terror the two partners. 

"Are we to have a repetition of the scenes at Ver- 
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sailles 1 " said Boehmer, glancing at his partner oat of the 
corner of his eyB. 

"Oh, no, no," replied the latter, adjusting his wig with 
a very warlike movement. " Aa for me, I am prepared 
for all kinds of assaults," and he took a step forward in 
an almost threatening attitude, while Boenmer, more pru- 
dent, remained behind. 

The cardinal believed them mad, and told them so 

" Monseigneur," said the desperate Boehmer, cutting 
short each syllable with a sigh, " give us justice, mercy ! 
Spare this rage, and do not force us to fail in respect to 
the greatest, most illustrious of princes." 

" Gentlemen, either you are not mad and will be thrown 
out of the windows," said the cardinal, " or you are mad 
and will be simply put out of the door. Take your 
choice." 

" Monseigneur, we are not mad ; we have heen robbed ! " 

" What is that to me 1 " replied Monsieur de Rohan ; 
" I am not lieutenant of police." 

" But you have had the necklace in your possession, 
Monseigneur," said Boehmer, subbing ; "you will have to 
go before a magistrate, Monseigneur ; you will go — " 

" I have had the necklace 1 " said the prince. " It is 
the necklace, then, which nas been stolen ) " 

" Yes, Monaeigneur." 

" Well, what does the queen say 1 " cried the cardinal, 
beginning to take an interest. 

" The queen has sent us to you, Monseigneur." 

" It is very kind in her Majesty. But wiiat can I do 
about it, my poor men 1 " 

" Tou can do everything, Monseigneur ; you can tell us 
what has become of it." 

"It" 
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" Doubtless." 

" My dear Monsieur Boehmer, you might address me in 
such language, if I belonged to a band of robbers who bad 
taken the queen's necklace." 

" It is nut the queen from whom the necklace was 

" From whom, then, good Godt " 

"The queen denies having had it in her possession." 

" What 1 she denies it ! " said the cardinal, with hes- 
itation; "have you not a receipt from her)" 

■ The queen says that the receipt is a forgery." 

" Come," cried the cardinal, " you are losing your 
senses, gentlemen." 

" Is it not true 1 " said Boehmer to Bossange, who 
replied by three nods of assent. 

" The queen has denied it," said the cardinal, " because 
there was some one with her when you spoke to her." 

" No one, Monseigueur ; but that is not all." 

" What else, then 1 " 

"Not only has the queen denied it, not only has she 
maintained that the acknowledgment is a forgery; but 
she has shown us a receipt proving that we have taken 
back the necklace." 

"A receipt from you ! " said the cardinal. "And this 
receipt V 

" Is a forgery like the other, Monsieur le Cardinal, as 
you know very well." 

" A forgery. Two forgeries. And yon say that I know 
it?" 

" Assuredly, since you came to us to confirm what 
Madame de La Motte had told us ; for you yourself knew 
very well that we had sold the necklace, and that it was 
in the hands of the 

" Let us see," said the cardinal, passing his hand over 
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his brow, " these are very grave matters, it seems to me. 
Let us understand each other. First, my operations with 
yon." 

"Tea, Monseigneur." 

" In the first place, a purchase on her Majesty's account 
of a necklace upon which I paid you two hundred and 
fifty thousand francs." 

"That is true, Mon seigneur." 

" Then a sale to the queen, — you told me, — on terms 
fixed by herself over her signature." 

" Over her signature." 

" Show it to me." 

The jewellers drew the letter from the portfolio and 
handed it to the cardinal 

"Eh! what I" he cried, on glancing at it; "you are 
children! 'Marie Antoinette de France'! Is not the 
qneen a daughter of the house of AuBtrial You have 
been robbed ! The writing and the signature are false." 

"But then," cried the jewellera, exasperated, " Madame 
de La Motte must know the thief and the forger." 

The truth of that assertion was obvious to the cardinal. 
" Let us send for Madame de La Motte," said he, with 
anxiety. 

Servants were sent in pursuit of Jeanne, whose carriage 
could not yet be far off. Meantime the jewellers waited 
in a corner of the room, exclaiming from time to time, 
" The necklace, — where is the necklace 1 " 

" You will make me deaf," said the cardinal, losing 
patience. " Do I know where your necklace is 1 I de- 
livered it myself to the qneen, and that is all I know 
about it." 

" The necklace, or the money 1 " repeated the two 



" Gentlemen, it is no afthir of mine," said the cardinal. 
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angrily, and much inclined to have the two jewellers 
turned out of the house. 

" Madame de la Motte I Madame la Comtesae ! " they 
cried ; " it is she who has ruined ua." 

" Madame de La Motte is a person of unimpeachable 
integrity. You will suspect her at your peril." 

"Some one must be guilty," said Boebmer, dolefully. 
" These two forgeries have been committed by some one." 

"By me ? " asked Monsieur de Rohan, haughtily. 

" Of course, Monaeigneur, we would not eay that." 

"Well, then)" 

" In short, MonseigiiBUr, in Heaven's name give us some 
explanation," 

" Wait till I have one myself." 

" But, Monseigneur, what are we to answer to the queen I 
She too cries out against us." 

" What does she say ) " 

" She says it is either you, or Madame de La Motte, who 
has the necklace." 

"Well," said the cardinal, pale with shame and anger, 
"go and tell the queen — No, tell her nothing. Enough 
of scandal. But to-morrow I am to officiate in the chapel 
at Versailles. You may there see me approach the queen 
and ask her if she has not the necklace in her possession, 
and you may hear her answer. If then she should deny 
having it, — then, gentlemen, I am Rohan, I will 
pay." 

On saying these words, with an indescribable loftiness 
of tone, the prince dismissed the partners, who, close 
together, backed out of the room. 

" Till to-morrow, then," stammered Boehmer, " is it not, 



"Till to-morrow, at eleven o'clock in the morning, 
the chapel of Versailles," replied the cardinal. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

FENCING AND DIPLOMACY. 

On the following morning, at about ten o'clock, a carriage 
bearing the arms of Monsieur de Breteuil entered the court- 
yard at Versailles. 

Those readers of this book who recall the history of Bal- 
samo and of Gilbert will remember that Monsieur de Bre- 
teuil, the rival and personal enemy of Monsieur de Rohan, 
had long been watching for an opportunity to give his 
enemy a mortal blow. 

Diplomacy has this advantage over fencing, that it may 
wait fifteen years, or longer, planning where to strike and 
how to make its blow effective. 

Monsieur had previously sent to request an audience, 
and found his Majesty dressing to go to Mass. 

" Magnificent weather ! " said Louis XVI., gayly, on the 
entrance of his visitor. " See, there is not a cloud in the 
sky." 

" I am much grieved, Sire, to bring with me a cloud to 
your tranquillity," replied the minister. 

" Come, then," cried the king, losing his lively manner, 
" the day begins badly. What is the matter ? " 

" I am much embarrassed, Sire, in speaking to you of 
the matter; and the more so because it does not pertain to 
the duties of my office, but rather to those of the lieutenant 
of police. It is about a robbery." 

" A robbery 1 " cried the king ; " you are keeper of the 
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seals, and thieves come within the functions of your office. 
What is it 1" 

" Well, Sire, the affair is this. Your Majesty has heard 
of the diamond necklace 1 " 

" Monsieur Boehmer*s I " 

"Yes, Sire.™ 

" The one which the queen refused t " 

" Precisely." 

"A refusal through which I obtained a splendid man- 
of-war, the ' SuBren,' " said the king, rubbing his 
hands. 

" Well, Sire," said the Baron de Breteuil, " that necklace 
has been stolen." 

" Ah, that is bad," said the king. " It was very valu- 
able. But the diamonds can be recognized. To have 
them cut again would reduce the profit of the theft They 
will be left aa they are, and the police will find 

" Sire," interrupted the baron, " this is no common theft 
There are certain rumors associated with it." 

" Bumors t What do you mean t " 

"Sire, it is asserted that the queen has kept the 
necklace." 

" How could she have kept it! In my very presence 
she refused it, and was unwilling even to look at it 
Nonsense, Baron, the queen has not kept the necklace." 

" Sire, I have not used the right word. Calumny is 
always so blind toward sovereigns that it has used a more 
offensive term. The word ' kept ' — " 

"Why, Monsieur de Breteuil," said the king, smiling, 
" I suppose no one imagines that the queen has stolen the 
necklace I " 

" Sire,*' replied the minister, eagerly, " it is said that 
the queen renewed in secret the bargain refused in your 
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presence. It is said that the jewellers have a receipt, 
signed by her Majesty, which shows that the necklace is in 
her possession." 

The king turned pale. " They say that 1 " he exclaimed. 
"What, then, will they not say? But it astonishes me, 
after all. If the queen bought the necklace secretly I 
should by no means blame her. The queen is a woman, 
and the necklace is a rare ornament of marvellous beauty. 
Thank God, the queen can spend a million and a half on 
her toilet if she is so inclined. I shall approve it ; she has 
been wrong in one respect only, — in concealing from me 
her wishes. But it is not for the king to deal with that, 
it concerns the husband. I recognize no right on the 
part of any one to interfere, even with an ill-natured 
remark." 

The baron bowed before these words of the king, so 
noble and so strong. Bnt the king bad only the appear- 
ance of firmness. A moment later he became restless and 
uneasy. "But," said he, "you spoke of robbery. If 
there had been a robbery the necklace would not be in the 
queen's possession. Let us be logical." 

" Your Mnjesty has chilled me by your anger," said the 
baron ; " I cannot continue." 

" Oh, my anger ! I, angry ! As to that, Baron — " and 
the good king broke out into hearty laiigbfer. " Come, go 
on, and tell me everything. Tell me even that the queen 
has sold the necklace to the Jews. Poor woman, she often 
needs money, and I do not always give it to her." 

" I was about to speak of that to your Majesty. The 
queen, two months ago, asked through Monsieur de 
Calonne for five hundred thousand francs, and your 
Majesty refused to sign." 

" That is true." 

" Well, Sire, that money, it is said, was to serve for the 
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first payment on account of the necklace. The queen, not 
having the money, refused to pay." 

" Well i " said the king, becoming gradually more 
interested. 

" Well, Sire, here begins the atory which my zeal obligee 
tte to relate to your Majesty." 

" Wlat 1 you say your story begins here. Good God 1 
what have you then to tellt" 

" Sire, it is said that the queen had recourse to a certain 
person to obtain money." 

" To whom J To a Jew, was it not 1 " 

" No, Sire, not to a Jew." 

"My God I you say that with a singular expression, 
Breteuil. Come, then, I know what it is, — some foreign 
intrigue. The queen has asked for money from her 
brother — her family. Austria ia at the bottom of 
this." 

"Far better if it were so," replied Monsieur de 
Breteuil. 

"What! Far better] Of whom, then, did the queen 
ask money 1 " 

" Sire, I dare not — " 

"You surprise me, Monsieur," said the king, raising his 
head and assuming the royal tone. " Speak out imme- 
diately, if you please, and give me the name of this money- 

" Monsieur de Rohan, Sire." 

" Indeed ! Are you not ashamed to speak to me of 
Monsieur de Rohan, the most ruined man in the kingdom 1 " 

" Sire — " said Monsieur de Breteuil, lowering his 
eyes. 

"Your manner displeases me. Explain yourself at 
once." 

" Ho, Sire ; nothing in the world can compel me to 
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utter a word derogatory to the honor of my king and that 
of my queen." 

The king frowned. "We are descending very low, 
Monsieur de Breteuil," said he. "This police report i 
impregnated with the odors of the place from which it 
comes." 

"All calumny, Sire, exhales a deadly miasma ; and for 
that reason kings purify them by heroic remedies, unless 
they ore willing to see those poisons destroy their honor 
and their throne." 

"Monsieur de Eohan !" murmured the king. "Why, 
what likelihood — Does the cardinal allow it to I 

" It will he proved to your Majesty that Monsieur do 
Rohan had negotiations with the jewellers, that the sale 
was arranged by him, and that with him were fixed the 
terms of payment." 

" la that really true t " cried the king, disturbed by 
jealousy and anger. 

" It is a fact that must come out on the most superficial 
examination. ! pledge myself to its truth," 

" Vou say you pledge yourself to thatl'' 

" Without reservation, — on my responsibility, Sire." 

The king began walking up and down his cabinet. 
" These are terribly tliinys." he said ; "but in all this I 
fail to see that theft of which you spoke." 

" Sire, the jewellers have a receipt, signed, they say, by 
the queen, and the queen should have the necklace." 

"Ah," cried the king, with a sudden renewal of hope, 
" she denies it ! — you see that she denies it, Breteuil." 

" Eh, Sire, have 1 permitted your Majesty to tliink 
that I was not aware of the queen's innocence 1 " 

"Then you accuse Monsieur de Rohan only — ** 

"But, Sire, the appearances indicate — " 
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" A grave accusation, Baron,** 

" Which perhaps will fail on an examination. But an 
examination is indispensable. Consider, Sire, that the 
queen affirms that she has not the necklace ; that the 
jewellers maintain that they sold it to the queen ; that 
the necklace is not to be found ; and that the word ' thief 
is altered by the people in connection with the name of 
Monsieur de Rohan and with the sacred name of the 
queen." 

" It is true ; it is true ; " eaid the king, in great anx- 
iety ; " yon are right, BreteuU ; the whole affair must be 
Drought to light." 

" Absolutely necessary, Sire." 

"Who is passing below there t Do I not see Monsieur 
de Rohan on his way to the chapel!" 

"Not yet, Sire j Monsieur de Rohan cannot yet be 
going to the chapel. It is not yet eleven o'clock ; your 
Majesty has still half an hour." 

"What shall we do, then? — epeak to him; summon 
bunt" 

" No, Sire ; permit me to connael your Majesty to make 
no noise over the matter before consulting the queen." 

"Yea; she will tell me the truth." 

"That is not for a moment to be doubted, Sire." 

" Come, Baron, give me all the details of the matter in 
their order, without reserve." 

"I have it ail aet forth in my portfolio, with the 
evidence." 

" Let us to work then. Wait till I have the door 
closed. I was to give two audiences this morning, but 
shall put them off." 

The king gave his orders, and resuming his seat threw 
a last look from the window. " This time," said he, "it 
is the cardinal. Look." 
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Breteuil drew near to the window, and from behind the 
curtain perceived Monsieur de liohan, who, in the full 
dress of a cardinal and archbishop, was directing his steps 
toward the apartment appointed for his use on bis official 
visits to Versailles. 

" Here he is at last," said the king, rising. 

" So much the better," said Monsieur de Breteuil, " the 
explanation will not be delayed." He then set himself to 
exposing the affair to the king with all the zeal of a man 
bent on the destruction of another. With an infernal art 
he bad brought together everything that would injure the 
cardinal. The king saw proofs of Monsieur de Rohan's 
guilt accumulate, but was in despair at not seeing at tba 
same time proofs of the queen's innocence. Thus he suf- 
fered for a quarter of an hour, when suddenly cries were 
heard in the neighboring corridor. The king listened. 
Breteuil discontinued his reading. An officer knocked at 
the door of the cabinet. 

"What can it be J" asked the king, rendered nervous 
by the revelations of Monsieur de Breteuil. 

An officer entered. " Sire," be said, " her Majesty the 
queen begs your Majesty to join her in her apartment." 

" There is something new," said the king, turning pale. 

" Possibly," replied BrereuiL 

" I am going to the queen j wait for us here, Monsieur 
dc BrjetcnriL'' 

" Well, we are nearing tbe end," murmured the keeper 
of the seals. 
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CHAPTER XXXVL 

GENTLEMAN, CARDINAL, AND QUEEN. 

At the time when Monsieur de Breteuil had entered the 
king's cabinet, Monsieur de Charny, pale and agitated, had 
sent to request an audience of the queen. 

The latter was dressing. Through her window which 
opened on the terrace she saw Charny insisting on admis- 
sion. She gave orders that he should be admitted. She 
yielded to the demand of her heart, saying to herself, with 
a noble pride, that a love like his, pure and spiritual, had 
the right to enter, at any hour, even the palaces of queens. 

Charny entered, tremblingly touched the queen's hand, 
and said with a stilled voice, " Ah, Madame, what a 
misfortune ! '* 

" What, then, is the matter! " cried the queen, turning 
pale. 

" Madame, do you know what I have just learned t Do 
you know what is said t Do you know of what the king 
has been informed, or will learn to-morrow)" 

The queen shuddered, thinking of that night of ebaste 
delights when perhaps a hostile or a jealous eye had seen 
her with Charny in the park. " Tell me all ; I am 
strong," she said, putting her hand to her heart. 

" It is said, Madame, that you have purchased a necklace 
of Boehmer and Bossange." 

"I retained it," she replied eagerly. 

" Listen. It is said that you pretended to return it ; 
that you expected to be able to pay for it ; that the king 
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prevented that by withholding his signature from 
by Monsieur de Calonne ; that thereupon yon had ! 
to some one to obtain the money ; and that this | 
—your lover." 

" Yon 1" cried the queen, with an impulse of sublime 
confidence. "You, Monsieur? Well, let them say that 
who will. They cannot take so much pleasure in the word 
' lover,' launched as an insult, as there is to us in the word 
' friend,' sacred to us henceforth." 

Charay for an instant did not reply. He was astonished 
at the strong and copious eloquence issuing from pure love, 
^ the heart's perfume of every generous woman. But the 
pause made by him increased the queen's anxiety. She 
cried out, "Of what are you speaking. Monsieur de 
Charny 1 Calumny has a strange language which I do 
not comprehend. Is it a language that you understand ) " 

"Madame, please give me your attention ; the situation 
is serious. Yesterday I went with my uncle, Monsieur 
de Suffrcn, who had business with the jewellers, Bonhmer 
and Bossange. They related to him a frightful story, in- 
vented by your Majesty's enemies. Madame, I am in 
despair. If yon have bought the necklace, tall me so ; if 
you have not paid for it, tell me,— but do not suffer me 
to believe that Monsieur de Rohan paid for it in your 

" Monsieur de Rohan ! " cried the queen. 

" Yes, Monsieur de Rohan, — he who is regarded as the 
queen's lover ; he from whom the queen borrows money ; 
he whom an unhappy man called Charay saw in the park 
of Versailles smiling at the queen, kneeling to the queen, 
kissing the queen's hands ; he — " 

"Monsieur," cried Marie Antoinette, "if you believe 
such things it is because you do not love me." 

" Oh ! " replied the young man, " the danger is urgent. 
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I iiave come to ask of you neither frankness nor daring; I 
come to beg you to render me a service." 

" lu the first place, what is the danger) " 

" The danger, Madame 1 The cardinal answering for 
the queen, payiny for the queen, ruins the queen. I do 
not speak of the suffering caused to Monsieur de Cbarny 
by this confidential relation with Monsieur de Rohan. 
No- Of such sufferings one dies, but does cot 
complain." 

" You are mad ! " said the queen, angrily. 

" I am not mad, Madame ; but you are unfortunate, — 
you are lost. I saw you in the park ; I was not deceived, 
I tell you. To-day the horrible, the deadly truth breaks 
out; Monsieur de Kohan boasts perhaps — " 

The queen seized Charny*s arm. " Mad ! mad ! " she 
exclaimed, with indescribable grief. " In Heaven's name, 
after what I have told you do not believe me guilty. Oh, 
Monaisur de Charny, if you do not wish me to despair to- 
day and to be dead to-inorrow, do not say that you suspect 
me ; or rather, flea so far that you may not hear my fail 
at the moment of my death." 

Olivier wrung his hands in an agony of grief. " Listen 
to me," he said, " if you wish me to render you effective 
service." 

"A service from you I" cried the queen, — "from 
yon, more cruel than my enemies ! — a service from a man 
who despises me I Never, Monsieur, never ! " 

Olivier drew near the queen and took her hands in his. 
" You will see," be said, " that I am not a man who moans 
and weeps. The moments are precious; this evening it 
will be too late to do what remains to be done. Will 
you save me from despair by saving yourself from 
shame 1 " 
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" Oh, I shall not he particular as to my words in the 
presence of death. If you do not listen to me, I tell you, 
this evening we shall both be dead, — you, from shaiui 
I, from having to see you die. Let us go straight for the 
enemy, Madame, as in our battles 1 Let us face the dan- 
ger I Let us meet death ! Let us go together, — I as the 
obscure soldier in the ranks, but brave, as you shall see ; 
you with Majesty, with strength, in the thickest of the 
fight. If you succumb, — well, you will not be alone. 
Look on me as a brother, Madame. You are in need of 
money — to pay for this necklace ) " 

"11" 

" Do not deny it" 

"I tell you — '* 

" Do not tell me you have not the necklace." 

" I swear to yon — " 

" Do not swear, if you wish me to love you stilL" 

"Olivier!" 

"There is one way left to save your honor and my love. 
The necklace is worth sixteen hundred thousand francs, 
of which you have already paid two hundred ami 
fifty thousand. Here is a million and a half ; take 
it." 

"What is that fori" 

*' Do not stop to consider ; take it and pay — " 

" Yout property sold ! your lands taken by me and paid 
away ! you despoil yourself for me I You are a good and 
noble man, and I will no longer palter with a love like 
that. Olivier, I love you ! " 

" Accept this money." 

" No ; but I love you I " 

" Monsieur de Rohan, then, is to pay it 1 Think of it, 
Madame, it is no longer generosity on your part ; it is an 
overwhelming cruelty. You accept From the cardinal — " 

i 
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" Come now, Monsieur de Charny, I am the queen, and 
if I give my subjects either love or fortune, I accept 
neither from thera." 

" What then ore you going to do 1" 

" It is you who shall tell me what to do. What do 
you say Monsieur de Rohan thinks } " 

" He thinks that you are his mistress." 

" You are cruel, Olivier." 

" I speak as if face to face with death." 

" What do you say the jewellers think 1 " 

" That since the queen cannot pay, Monsieur de Rohan 
will pay for her." 

" What do you say the public thinks on the subject of 
the necklace 1" 

" That you are in possession of it ; that you have hid- 
den it ; that you will acknowledge it only when it shall 
have been paid for, either by the cardinal, through his 
love for you, or by the king through fisar of scandal." 

" Well, and you, Charny, in your turn, — I look you in 
the face, and ask, What do you think of the scenes you 
saw in the park of Versailles! " 

" I think, Madame, that you need to prove to me your 
innocence." 

" The Prince Louis, Cardinal de Rohan, grand Almoner 
of France I " called the voice of an usher from the 
corridor. 

" He 1 " murmured Charny. 

" The proof you require," said the queen. 

"You will receive him?" 

" I was about to send for him." 

"But I — " 

" Go into my boudoir and leave the door ajar that you 
may hear all that is said." 

" Madame 1 " 
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"Go quickly; here cornea the cardinal." She 
Monsieur de Charny into the loom which she 
dicated, and ordered the cardinal to be admitted. 

Monsieur de Rohan appeared on the threshold, resplen- 
dent in hts official dress. At some distance behind him 
came a numerous following, whose costumes shone like 
their master's. Among these attendants were Boehmer 
and Bossunge, somewhat embarrassed in their court dress. 

The queen advanced to meet the cardinal, attempting a 
smile, which soon died out upon ber lips. Louis de 
Rohan was grave, even sad. He bad the calmness 
of the courageous man who is about to fight, the 
slightly threatening aspect of the priest who may have 
to pardon. 

The queen pointed to a seat, but the cardinal remained 
standing. " Madame," he said, bowing, " I bad many 
important things to communicate to your Majesty, who 
tries in every way to avoid my presence." 

"IV said the queen ; " why, so far from avoiding you, 
I was just about to send for you," 

The cardinal cast a glance toward the boudoir. "Am 
I alone with your Majesty I " he said in a low voice ; 
"may I speak with perfect freedom 1" 

"With perfect freedom, Monsieur le Cardinal; be un- 
constrained, we are alone," and she spoke distinctly, as 
if desirous of being heard by the gentleman hidden in the 
next room. She enjoyed with pride her courage, and the 
assurance which Monsieur de Charny would feel at the 
very first words. 

The cardinal bad resolved on his course of action. He 
drew the stool up to the chair of the queen so as to be as 
far as possible from the folding doors. 

" You have a great many preambles," said the queen, 
affecting gayety. 
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"The fact is — " said the cardinal, 

" The fact is t " repeated the queen. 

"The king will not come in?" asked Monsieur de 
Rohan. 

" Have no fear of the king or anybody else," replied 
Marie Antoinette, quickly. 

" Oh, it is you whom I fear/' said the cardinal, in an 
agitated voice. 

" Then there is still less reason to be alarmed, for I am 
not very formidable. Speak with few words, in a loud 
and distinct voice ; 1 like frankness, and if you are reserved 
I shall think that you are not a man of honor. Oh, no 
more gestures ; I have been told that you had a grievance 
against me. Speak, — I am fond of war ; I am of a race 
which knows no fearl You, also; I know that well. 
With what do you reproach me?" 

The cardinal sighed, and rose from his seat as if 
to breathe more freely. Finally! having mastered his 
emotion, he began to speak. 
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come to see me, and she has treated my request as she did 
that of your Majesty." 

" Then let us leave the countess and speak of 
ourselves." 

" Ob, no, Madame, let us speak of her ; for certain 
words of your Majesty have excited in me a painful sus- 
picion. It Beems to me that your Majesty reproached me 
with being too attentive to the countess." 

" I have as yet reproached you with nothing at all, 
Monsieur." 

"Oh, Madame, the fact is that audi a suspicion would 
explain to me all the susceptibilities of your soul, and 
then I should understand, even in my dospair, the sever- 
ity, otherwise inexplicable, with which you have treated 

" I no longer understand what you are saying," said 
the queen. " You are impenetrably obscure ; it is not to 
make the affair more intricate that I ask you for explana- 
tions. To the point ! to the point ! " 

" Madame," cried the cardinal, clasping his hands and 
drawing nearer the queen, " do me the favor not to change 
the conversation. Two words more on the subject which, 
we were considering just now, and we should understand 
each other." 

" Really, Monsieur, you speak a language which I do 
not know ; let U3 return to French, I beg. Where is that 
necklace which I returned to the jewellers t " 

" The necklace you returned 1 " cried Monsieur de 
Eoban. 

" Yes ; what have you done with it 1 * 

" I know nothing about it, Madame." 

"Well, there is one thing perfectly clear, Madame de 
La Motte took the necklace, and returned it in my name ; 
the jewellers pretend that they have not received it. I 
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have in my possession a receipt which proves the con- 
trary ; the jewellers say that the receipt is a forgery. 
Madame do La Motte could in one wotd explain every- 
thing ; she cunnot be found. Wei], let us put supposi- 
tions in the place of hidden fact. Madame de La Motte 
wished to return the necklace. You, whose kindly desire 
it was that I should buy this necklace ; you, who brought 
it to me and offered to pay for it, — an offer — " 

" Which your Majesty very unkindly refused to accept," 
said the cardinal, with a sigh. 

" Weil, yes ; you have persevered in this fixed idea that 
I should have the necklace, and therefore you did not re- 
turn it to the jewellers, hoping still that I might be pre- 
vailed upon to take it. Madame de La Motte has shown 
weakness in this matter, — she who knew how impossible 
it was for me to pay for it, and my unchangeable resolu- 
tion not to have it, since I had no money. Madame de 
La Motte, through zeal for me, has conspired with you ; 
and now she fears my anger and will not present herself. 
Am I right t Tell me that I am. Allow me to reproach 
you with this inconsiderateness, this disobedience of my 
formal orders. You shall be absolved by a reprimand, 
and that will be an end of it, I will do more ; I will 
promise you to pardon Madame de La Motte, so that she 
may be relieved of her penance. But for mercy's sake. 
Monsieur, let us have light, light I I do not wish at this 
moment that a shadow should be cast upon my life ; I will 
not have it, — do you bear 1 " 

The queen had Tittered these words so vigorously that 
the cardinal had neither dared nor been able to interrupt 
her ; but as soon as she had ceased speaking, " Madame," 
he said, stifling a sigh, " I will reply to all your supposi- 
tions. So ; I did not persevere in the idea that you ought 
to possess the necklace, since I was sure that yon poa- 
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sessed it already. No ; I did not conspire with Madame 
ilf La Motte in connection with this necklace. No • it is 
no more in my possession than in that of the jewellers, or 
in your own." 

" It iB not possible ! " cried the queen, in amazement. 
" You, then, have not the necklace 1 " 

" No, Madame." 

" You have not advised Madame de La Motte to stay 
away on account of all this 1 " 

" No, Madame." 

" You have not concealed her ) ™ 

*' No, Madame." 

" You do not know what has hecome of her 1 ™ 

"No more than you, Madame." 

" But then how do you explain all that has happened 1 ** 

" Madame, I am forced to confess that I cannot explain 
it. Moreover, it is not the first time that I have had to 
complain to the queen of not being understood by her." 

" And when was that, Monsieur. I do not recall it." 

" Be so kind, Madame," said the cardinal, " as to re-read 
in imagination my letters." 

"Your letters I" said the queen, in surprise. "Yon 
wrote to mel" 

"Too seldom, Madame, to Bay oil that was in my 
heart." 

The queen rose. " It seems to me," she said, " that we 
have both been deceived ; let us end this little farce. 
What were you saying about letters ? What letters, and 
what have you upon your heart, or in your heart ? I don't 
remember just what you said." 

" My God ! Madame, perhaps I have uttered too loud 
the secret of my soul." 

" What secret 1 Are you in your right mind, Monsieur 
le Cardinal t " 
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"Madame)" 

" Oh, do not prevaricate ! You speak like a man who 
wishes to lay a snare for me, or who wishes to embarrass 
me, before witnesses." 

" I swear to you, Madame, that I have said nothing — 
Is there really any one listening 1 " 

" No, Monsieur, a thousand times no I there is no one ; 
ao explain yourself fully, and if you are in full possession 
of your reason, prove it." 

" Oh, Madame, why is Madame de La Motte not here ? 
She would help me — she who is our friend — to awaken, 
if not the attachment, at least the memory, of your 
Majesty." 

" Our friend ; my attachment ; my memory 1 I am 
falling from the clouds." 

" Ah, Madame, I entreat you," said the cardinal, stung 
by the sharp tone of the queen, " spare me ! You are at 
liberty to love no longer ; but do not insult me." 

" Ah, my God ! " cried the queen, turning pale, " what 
is this man saying 1 " 

"Very well," continued Monsieur de Rohan, boiling 
with rage, — "very well, Madame, I think I have been 
sufficiently discreet and reserved not to be ao harshly 
treated ; besides, I Teproach ynu only with trivial griev- 
ances. I am wrong to repeat them. I should have known 
that when a queen has said, ' I am no longer willing,' it 
is a law as imperious as when a woman says, ' I am 
willing ! ' " 

The queen uttered a wild cry, and seized the cardinal 
by his lace sleeve. " Tell me quickly, Monsieur," said 
she, in a trembling voice ; " I said, ' I am no longer wil- 
ling,' and I said, ' I am willing ' 1 To whom did I say 
the one; to whom did I say the other f" 

" Why, you said both to me." 
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"To you 1" 

" Forget that you said the out, I shall not forget that 
you said the other." 

" You are a wretch, Monsieur de Rohan I You are a 
liar ! " 

"I!" 

" You are a coward ; yon calumniate a -woman." 

"It" 

"You are a traitor; you insult the queen." 

"And you, — you are a woman without heart, a queen 
without faith." 

" Wretch I " 

"Yon have led me by degrees to a mad love for you. 
You have filled me with hopes." 

" Hopes ! My God ! am I mad ? Is he a villain J " 

"Would I have dared otherwise to ask audiences at 
night, which you granted met" 

The queen uttered a cry of rage which was answered by 
a sigh from the boudoir. 

" Would I have dared to come alone into the park of 
Versailles if you had not sent Madame de La Motto to 
me!" 

" My God I " 

" Would I have dared to steal the key which opens that 
gate near the huntsman's lodge 1 " 

" My God I " 

" Would I have dared to ask you to bring the rose which 
I have here! Adored rose! accursed rose J dried, burned 
up by my ardent kisses 1 " 

•' My God 1 " 

" Would I have compelled you to return the next night 
and give me both your hands, whose sweetness consumes 
continually my hraiu and makes me mad. You are right 
to call me mad." 



SOB THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE. 

" Oh, enough I enough ! " 

" Finally, would I, in my most furious pride, ever have 
dared to dream of that third night with its clear aky, its 
aweet silence, its perfidious love 1 " 

" Monsieur I Monsieur I " cried Hie queen, retreating from 
the cardinal, " you are blaspheming ! " 

"My God I" replied the cardinal, raising his eyes to 
heaven, " thou knowest that to keep the love of this 
woman, I would have given my wealth, my liberty, my 
life ! " 

" Monsieur de Rohan, if you wish to preserve all that, 
you wili say right here that you are seeking to ruin rue ; 
that you have invented all these horrors j that you did not 
come to Versailles in the night—" 

" I did come," replied the cardinal, nobly. 

" You are a dead man if you maintain such language." 

" A Rohan never lies. I did come." 

"Monsieur de Rohan, Monsieur de Rohan, in the name 
of Heaven, tell me that you did not come into the 
park — " 

" I would die, if necessary, as you threatened me just 
now ; but 1 say that I saw you in tin* park of Versailles 
whither Madame de La Motte conducted me." 

" Once more," cried the queen, livid and trembling with 
emotion, " do you retract 1 " 

"No." 

" Still again, tell me that you have plotted against n 
this infamy 1 " 

"Ho." 

"For the last time, Monsieur de Rohan, acknowledge 
that you may have been deceived, that ail this is a cal- 
umny, a dream, an impossibility, — I know not what ; 
but confess that I am innocent, that I may be 

BO — " 
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"No." 

The queen drew herself up proudly and solemnly. " You 
will have, therefore, to deal with the justice of the king, 
since you defy the justice of God." 

The cardinal bowed without speaking. 

The queen rang so violently that several of her women 
entered at once. "Let his Majesty be informed," she 
said, "that I beg he will do me the honor to come 
to me. M 

An officer went to execute this order. The cardinal, 
determined to face everything boldly, remained in the 
corner of the room. 

Marie Antoinette approached several times the door of 
the boudoir without entering, as if, having lost her reason, 
she had found it again on reaching that door. 

Within a short time the king entered the room* As the 
door was thrown open, in the midst of the waiting throng 
could be seen the agitated faces of Boehmer and Bossange, 
who felt the storm in the air. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

THE ARREST. 

The king had scarcely appeared at the door of the queen's 
cabinet when the queen addressed him vehemently. 
" Sire/' she said, " here is Monsieur le Cardinal de Rohan, 
who says incredible things ; please ask him to repeat them 
to you." 

At these unexpected words the cardinal turned pale. 
In fact, the position was so strange that he could not com- 
prehend it. Could he repeat to his king, — he the re- 
spectful subject, — could he declare to the husband — he 
the pretended lover — all the rights he thought he had 
acquired over the queen and the wife J 

But the king turned toward the cardinal, thus absorbed 
in his reflections, and said, " It is with regard to a certain 
necklace, Monsieur, that you have incredible things to say 
to me, and I incredible things to hear ? Speak, then ; I 
am listening." 

Monsieur de Rohan immediately decided upon his course. 
Of the two difficulties he would choose the least ; of the 
two attacks, he would undergo that which was least dis- 
honorable to the king and queen ; and if they should im- 
prudently expose him to the second danger, well, he would 
meet it like a brave man. 

"With regard to the necklace, yes, Sire," murmured 
his Eminence. 

" Why, Monsieur," said the king, "you did then buy 
the necklace)" 
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"Sire — " 
"Tea, or nol" 

The cardinal looked at the queen and did not answer. 

"Yes or rtol" she repeated. "The truth, Monsieur, 
the truth ; nothing else is asked of you." 

Monsieur de Rohan turned away his head, and did not 
reply. 

"Since Monsieur de Rohan will not answer, answer 
yourself, Madame," said the king; "yon must know 
something of all this. Bid you, yes or no, purchase that 
necklace 1 " 

" No ! " said the queen, emphatically. 

Monsieur de Rohan shuddered. 

" Thi3 is the word of a queen I " cried the king, sol- 
emnly ; " take beed to it, Monsieur le Cardinal." 

A smile of scorn rose to Monsieur de Rohan's lips. 

" You say nothing ? " said the king. 

" Of what am I accused, Sire 1 " 

"The jewellers say that they sold a necklace either 
to you or the queen, They show a receipt from her 
Majesty." 

" The receipt is a forgery," said the queen. 

"The jewellers," continued the king, " say that in case 
the queen fails to pay, they are guaranteed by pledges 
made by you, Monsieur le Cardinal." 

" I do not refuse to pay, Sire," said Monsieur de Rohan. 
" This must of course be the truth, since the queen allows 
it to be said," and he smiled more scornfully than before. 

" Monsieur le Cardinal," replied the king, " there is 
nevertheless in this affair a forgery which has compromised 
the signature of the queen of France." 

"There is another forgery," cried the queen, "of which 
it is not easy to accuse a nobleman, — that by which it is 
pretended that the jewellers took back the necklace." 

TOL. n. — 3> 
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" The queen is at liberty," said MonaieUT de Rohan in 
the same tone, " to attribute to me both forgeries ; what 
matters it whether I committed one or two ) " 

" Be careful," said the king to the cardinal, " you ren- 
der your position more serious, Monsieur. I toll you to 
justify yourself, and you have the appearance of accusing 
others." 

The cardinal reflected a moment ; then as if succumbing 
under the weight of this mysterious calumny which 
would affect his honor, " Justify myself ? " he said ; 
" impossible ! " 

" Monsieur, the jewellers say that a necklace has been 
stolen from them ; by offering to pay for it, you confess 
that you are guilty." 

" Who will believe it 1 " said the cardinal, with superb 
disdain. 

" Then, Monsieur, if you do not suppose that it will be 
believed, it shall be believed," and an angry look came 
over the usually placid face of the king. 

" Sire, I know nothing of what is said," replied the 
cardinal. " I know nothing of what has been done ; I 
can only affirm that I have not had the necklace ; 1 can 
only say that the diamonds are in the possession of some 
one who ought to declare himself, but will not, and who 
obliges me to repeat to him that passage of Scripture, ' Let 
the punishment fall on the head of the guilty.' " 

At these words the queen made a movement to take the 
arm of the king, who said to her, " The question is be- 
tween you and him, Madame. For the last time I ask, 
have you this necklace 1 !" 

" No, by the honor of my mother, by the life of my 
son." 

The king, full of joy at this declaration, turned toward 
the cardinal. " Then the affair is between you and jus- 
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tioe, Monsieur," he said; "unless you should prefer to 
trust to my clemency." 

" The clemency of kings is for the guilty, Sire," replied 
the cardinal ; " I prefer the justice of men." 

" You will acknowledge nothing, then 1 " 

" I have nothing to say." 

" But, Monsieur," cried the queen, " your silence com- 
promises my honor ! " 

The cardinal was silent. 

" Well, then, I will not be silent," continued the queen. 
" This reserve iai terrible to me, aud it pretends a generosity 
whioh I disclaim. You must know, Sire, that the crime of 
the cardinal does not wholly consist in the sale or robbery 
of the necklace." 

Monsieur de Rohan raised his head, and turned pale. 

"What is the meaning of this?" said the king, becom- 
ing uneasy. 

11 Madame ! " murmured the cardinal, in alarm. 

"Oh, no consideration, no fear, no weakness, shall 
prevent me from speaking ; I have here in my heart 
motives which urge me to proclaim my innocence in the 
public place." 

" Your innocence ! " Haid the king. " Why, Madame, 
who would be bold enough, or cowardly enough, to force 
your Majesty to speak that word 1" 

" I entreat you, Madame," said the cardinal. 

" Ah, you begin to tremble. I had guessed aright ; 
your plots need the darkness ! Give me the full light of 
day ! Sire, ask Monsieur le Cardinal to tell you what he 
has just told me here, in this place." 

"Madame! Madame!" said Monsieur de Rohan, "take 
core ; you are passing all bounds I " 

" What do you say J " said the kin?, haughtily. " Who 
speaks thus to the queen ! It is not I, I suppose 1" 
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" That is exactly the case, Sire," said Marie Antoinette. 
"Monsieur le Cardinal speaks thus to the queen because 
he pretends to have the right to do so." 

"You, Monsieur I" murmured the king, becoming 
livid. 

" He I " cried the queen, scornfully, — > " he 1 " 

" Monsieur le Cardinal has proofs 1 " said the king, 
taking a step toward the prince. 

"Monsieur de Rohan has letters, so he says," said the 
queen. 

" Let us see them, Monsieur ! " insisted the king. 

" Those letters ! " cried the queen, angrily, — "those 
letters ! Oh, that is not all," pursued the queen, who was 
growing more and more animated under the influence of 
the cardinal's generous ailenee, " Monsieur le Cardinal has 
obtained rendezvous." 

" Madame, for pity's sake 1 " said the king. 

" For modesty's sake ! " said the cardinal. 

" In short, Monsieur I " said the queen, " if you are not 
the basest of mankind, if you hold anything sacred in this 
world, — if you have proofs, produce them." 

Monsieur de Rohan slowly raised his head and replied, 
"No, Madame, I have none." 

" You will not add this crime to the others," continued 
the queen ; " you will not cover me with disgrace. You 
have an accomplice, a witness in all this; name him, or 
name her." 

" Who is it then 1 ™ cried the king. 

" Madame de La Motte, Sire," said the queen. 

" All," said the king, triumphant at seeing his suspicions 
justified ; " well, let me see this woman, — let me question 

"Ah, yes; but she has disappeared," said the queen. 
"Ask Monsieur what he has done with her." 



THE ARREST. 309 

"Otters must have caused her disappearance," replied 
the cardinal, " who are more interested to keep her away 
than I can be. That is the reason why she can no longer 
be found." 

" But, Monsieur, since you are innocent," said the 
queen, with rage, "help us to find the guilty ones." 

But the Cardinal de Rohan, after having darted a last 
glance, turned his back and folded his arms. 

" Monsieur," said the king, deeply offended, " you 
shall be taken to the Bastille." 

The cardinal bowed, then, in a firm tone, said, "Thus 
attired in my pontifical robes ; before the whole court 1 
Consider, Sire, the scandal will be terrible, aud will be 
most heavy for the head on which it shall fall." 

"I wish it thus," said the king, very much agitated. 

"It is an injustice to which you are prematurely sub- 
jecting a prelate. Sire ; and torture before accusation is not 
legal" 

" It must be so," replied the king, opening the door of 
the room to look for some one to whom to give his order. 

Monsieur de Breteuil was there ; his piercing eyes had 
divined in the excited appearance of the queen, in. the 
agitation of the king, in the attitude of the cardinal, the 
ruin of an enemy. The king had hardly finished speak- 
ing to him in a low voice, when he cried out aloud, " Ar- 
rest Monsieur le Cardinal 1 " 

Monsieur de Rohan trembled. The murmurs he heard 
throughout the gallery, the agitation of the courtiers, the 
sudden arrival of the body-guards, gave to this scene a 
character of ill-omen. 

The cardinal passed before the queen without bowing, 
— an insult which made the blood of the proud prin- 
cess boil. He bowed very humbly in passing before 
the king, and assumed when approaching Monsieur da 



310 THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE. 

Breteuil an expression of pity so skilfully shaded that 
the baron must have thought himself insufficiently 
avenged, 

A lieutenant of the guards approached timidly, and 
seemed to ask of the cardinal himself confirmation of the 
order he had just heard. 

"Yes, Monsieur," said Monsieur de Rohan to him; 
"yes, it is I whom you are to arrest." 

"You will conduct Monsieur to his apartment, while I 
decide during Mass what is to be done," said the king, in 
the midst of a deuth-like silence. 

The king remained alone with the queen, the doors 
still open, while the cardinal slowly withdrew along the 
gallery, preceded by the lieutenant of the guards, hat 
in hand. 

" Madame," said the king, " you know that this must 
lead to a public trial, — that is to say, a scandal beneath 
which will fall the honor of the guilty onas." 

" I thank you ! " cried the queen, pressing tenderly the 
hands of the king, "you have taken the only method of 
justifying me." 

"You thank me?" 

" With all my bouI. You have acted as a king 1 I, as 
a queen 1 Be assured of it." 

It is well," replied the king, full of joy, " we shali at 
last get at the root of all this viflany ; and when the ser- 
pent shall have been once crushed beneath our feet, I 
nope we Bhall live in peace and happiness." He kissed 
the queen's brow and returned to his own apartments. 

At the eitremity of the gallery, Monsieur de Rohan 
had found Boehmer and Bossange half- fain ting in each 
other's arms. Then, some paces farther on, the cardinal 
perceived his courier, who, frightened at this disaster, was 
watching for a look from his master. 
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" Monsieur," said the cardinal to the officer who con- 
ducted him, "can I send word home that I am arrested I" 

" Oh, Monseigneur, if no one sees you." 

The cardinal thanked him ; then addressing his courier 
in German, he wrote a few words upon a page of his 
prayer-hook which he tore off and let fall at the feet of 
his courier. 

"I follow you," he said to the officer, and they 
disappeared together. 

The courier pounced upon this paper like a vulture on 
his prey, rushed out of the palace, mounted his horse, 
and fled to Paris. The cardinal could see him galloping 
along the road, through one of the windows of the stair- 
case as he was descending with his guide. 

" She ruins me," he murmured ; " I save her ! It is for 
you, my king, that I do this ; it is for you, my God, who 
commands the forgiveness of injuries, it is for you that I 
forgive others. Forgive me ! " 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

DOCUMENTS IN EVIDENCE. 

The king had scarcely got back to his room, and signed 
the order for the committal of Monsieur de Rohan to the 
Bastille, when Monsieur le Comte de Provence entered the 
cabinet, making signs to Monsieur de Breteuil which the 
latter could not comprehend. These signs, however, were 
not addressed to the keeper of seals, but were intended to 
attract the attention of the king, who every little while 
glanced into a looking-glass opposite which he was sitting 
while inditing his order. The count at last succeeded ; 
the king perceived the signs, and dismissing Monsieur de 
Breteuil, " Why did you make those signs to Breteuil 1 " 
he said to his brother. 

" Oh, Sire ! " 

" That vivacity of gesture, that preoccupied air means 
something." 

" Doubtless, but — " 

"You are at liberty to keep silent, brother," said the 
king, with an air of vexation. 

" Sire, I have just learned of the arrest of Monsieur le 
Cardinal de Rohan." 

"Well, why should this news cause you such agitation 9 
Is it because Monsieur de Rohan did not appear to you to 
be guilty) Have I done wrong to strike at even the 
powerful?" 

" Wrong ? by no means, brother. You have not been 
wrong; I did not mean to say that" 
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"It would have surprised me very much. Monsieur le 
Comte de Provence, if you had taken the part, against the 
queen, of a man who sought to dishonor her. I have just 
seen the queen, brother ; a word from her sufficed — " 

"Oh, Sire, God forbid that I should accuse the queen 1 
Her Majesty — my sister — has no more devoted friend 
than I. How many times has it happened that I have 
defended her, on the contrary, and it may be said without 
reproach, even against yourself 1 " 

" Indeed, brother, has she been accused so often ? " 

" I am unfortunate, Sire ; you attack me at every word. 
I would say that the queen herself would not believe me, 
if I appeared to doubt her innocence." 

" Then you rejoice with me in the humiliation of the 
cardinal, in the prospect of the trial which will ensue, 
in the scandal which will terminate the calumnies which 
no one would utter against a simple woman of the court 1 " 

"Tea, Sire, I approve entirely the conduct of yout 
Majesty ; and I say that all is as it should be with regard 
to the affair of the necklace." 

" Pardieu! brother," said the king, " nothing could be 
more transparent. Has not Monsieur do Rohan been 
boasting of the familiar friendship of the queen, conclud- 
ing in his own came a bargain for the diamonds she has 
refused, and allowing it to be said that these diamonds 
had been taken by the queen, or by some one for the 
queen 1 It is monstrous ! It is as she said : ' What 
would people have believed if I had Monsieur de Eohan 
for an associate in this mysterious traffic 1' " 

"Sire." 

"And then, you do not know, brother, that calumny 
never stops half-way ; that the i n conside rate n ess of Mon- 
sieur de Rohan compromises the queen, hut that the 
rehearsal of this inconsiderateness dishonors her." 
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" Oh, yes, brother ; yea, I repeat it, you have been 
entirely right as iar as the affair of the necklace is 
concerned." 

" Well, what do yon mean 1 " said the king, in surprise. 
" Is there anything else 1 " 

" But, Sire — the queen must have told you — ** 

" Told me — what 1 " 

" Sire, you wish to embarrass me. It is impossible that 
the queen should not have told you — " 

" Told me what, Monsieur 1 What is it i" 

"Sire — " 

"Ah, the pranks of Monsieur de Rohan, his conceal- 
ments, hiB pretended correspondence ? " 

" No, Sire, no." 

"What then can you mean 1 — the interviews the 
queen granted to Monsieur de Rohan on this business of 
the necklace — " 

"No, Sire ; it is not that." 

* All that I know is this, — that I have absolute confi- 
dence in the queen, which ehe merits by her nobility of 
character. It would have been very easy for her Majesty 
not to have said a word of all this. By at once cutting 
short all this mystery, which was becoming a scandal, she 
has shown that she appealed to me before appealing to the 
public She has selected me as her confessor, her judge ; 
the queen has therefore told me all." 

" Well, then," replied the Comte de Provence, " onoe 
more you are questioning my friendship and my respect 
for the queen, my sister. If you proceed against me with 
this susceptibility I shall be afraid to say anything lest I 
who am her advocate pass for an accuser or an enemy. 
And yet see how illogical you are. The queen's confes- 
sions have already led to the discovery of a truth which 
justifies my sister. Why should you not wish to see more, 
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SO that the queen's innocence may be more clearly 
revealed t " 

"To the point, advocate, to the point ! What do you 
know more than the queen has told me t " 

" Nothing, Sire, and everything. Let me know first 
just what the queen has told you," 

"The queen has told me that she has not the 
necklace." 

" Good 1 " 

"She says that she did not sign the receipt given to the 
jewellers." 

"Very good!" 

" She says that the report of an arrangement with 
Monsieur de Rohan is false, — an invention of her 
enemies." 

" Very good, Sire," 

" She says that she has never given Monsieur de Rohan 
the right to think that he was more to her than one 
of her subjects, — a person indifferent to her, unknown." 

" Ah ! — she has said that 1 " 

" And in a tone that admitted no answer ; the cardinal 
did not venture to reply." 

"Then, Sire, if the cardinal did not reply, he confessed 
himself a liar ; and by thiB disavowal he aids the currency 
of other rumors of preferences accorded to certain persons 
by the queen." 

" Eh, great God I is there more to come 1 " cried the 
king, in a tone of deep discouragement. 

" Nothing but what is very absurd, as you will see. 
Since it is established that Monsieur de Eohau did not 
walk with the queen — " 

" What ! " cried the king, " is it pretended that 
Monsieur de Rohan has taken walks with the queen 1 " 

"Which has been denied by the queen herself, Sire, and 
by the disavowal of Monsieur de Bohan. But, in short, 
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when that is settled inquiry arises, — malignity is so per- 
sistent, — how it came about that the queen should walk 
in the night in the park of Versailles." 

" In the night I — in the park ! — the queen ! " 

" And with whom she walked," continued the count, 
quietly. 

" With whom 1 " murmured the king. 

*' Certainly. All eyes are fixed upon the queen, — es- 
pecially observant of what she does at nigbt." 

" But, brother, what yon say is infamous ! Bo 
careful ] " 

" Sire, I repeat it, — and with so much indignation that 
I am sure your Majesty will feel impelled to discover the 
truth." 

" What, Monsieur ! It is said that the queen walks 
with company, in the night, in the park of Versailles 1 " 

" Not with company, Sire, — in private. Oh, if rumor 
had said 'with company,' it would have been of no 
consequence." 

The king broke forth angrily, " You will prove to me, 
Monsieur, what you have said." 

"Oh, easily, very easily. There are four certificates. 
The first is by my captain of the hunt, who saw the queen, 
two nights in succession, leaving the park by the gate near 
the huntsman's lodge. Here it is ; read it." 

The king took the paper with trembling hands, read it, 
and returned it to his brother. 

" Here is one, Sire, that is more interesting. It is that 
of the night-guard at Trianon. He declares that in the 
parks all was quiet, except on the night when her Majesty 
the queen was taking a walk, leaning on a gentlemi 
See, the report is explicit." 

The king read, shuddered, and dropped his arms by his 

"The third," continued the count, quietly, " is that of 
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the guard at the eastern gate. This man saw and recog- 
nized the queen as she was leaving the park. Look, Sire : 
he says that from the distance he wa3 unable to recognize 
the gentleman from whom her Majesty was parting, but from 
hie general appearance thought him to be an officer. He 
adds, curiously enough, that the presence of her Majesty 
could not be doubted, because she was accompanied by the 
queen's friend, Madame de La Motte." 

" The queen's friend '■ " tried the king, furiously. 
"Yes, it is so written, — 'the queen's friend.'" 

"The last," continued the count, "aoenis to be more 
definite than all the others. It is that of the master of 
the locks, charged with seeing that all the gates are locked 
at night. He certifies that he Baw the queen going into 
Apollo's Baths with a gentleman." 

The king snatched the paper from the hands of the count, 
and read it. 

Meanwhile the Comte de Provence continued, " It is 
true that Madame de La Motte remained outside, at a dis- 
tance of twenty paces, and that the queen remained only 
about an hour in that pavilion." 

" But the name of the gentleman 1 " cried the king. 

" Sire, he i3 not named in this report ; but if your 
Majesty will glance at one other certificate — It is that 
of a gamekeeper who was watching for game near Apollo's 
Baths." 

" Dated on the following day," said the king. 

" Yes, Sire. He saw the queen go out of the park by 
the little gate, and look around her. She was leaning on 
the arm of Monsieur de Charuy." 

" Monsieur de Charuy I " cried the king, beside himself 
with rage and shame. "Well, well — Wait for me 
here, Count ; I am going at last to get at the truth of this 
matter," and he rushed out of bis cabinet. 
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CHAFTER XL. 



When the king left the queen's room she ran to the 
boudoir, where Monsieur de Charny had heard every- 
thing. She pushed open the door, and then having closed 
that into the corridor, ehe fell exhausted into an a: 
chair, and silently awaited the judgment of Monsieur de 
Charny. The count came out from the boudoir, pale and 
melancholy. 

" Well 1 " said the queen. 

" Madame," he replied, " you see that everything i 
opposed to our friendship. If my own conviction should 
not wound you, etill there is public opinion. After the 
scandal that has now burst forth, there can be no peace 
for you, no rest for me." 

"Then," said the queen, with much emotion, "all that 
I have just done, — this commotion, this perilous attack 
on one of the highest noblemen in the kingdom, my 
open hostility to the Church, my good name exposed to 
parliamentary discussion, — all this does not satisfy you ! 
I say nothing of the confidence of the king, destroyed for- 
ever. What is the king? — only a husband;" and ehe 
smiled, with so bitter Badness that tears gushed from her 
eyes. 

"Oh," cried Charny, "you are the most noble, the 
moat generous of women ! If I do not reply at once as 
my heart urges me, it is because 1 feel my inferiority, and 
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dare not profane that sublime heart by asking for a place 
in it." 

"Monsieur de Charny, you think me guilty 1" 

" Madame I " 

" Monsieur de Charny, you have believed the words of 
the cardinal?" 

" Madame ! " 

"Monsieur de Charny, I demand that you tell me what 
impression the attitude of Monsieur de Rohan, hits left on 
your mind." 

" I must say, Madame, that Monsieur de Rohan has not 
acted like the madman you Raid he was, nor like a weak 
man, as some might have thought him. He is acting on 
sincere convictions. He loves you, and at this moment 
is the victim of an error which must lead him to ruin, 
and you — " 

"Mel" 

"You, Madame, to inevitable dishonor." 

"My God!" 

" Before me riseB a threatening spectre, — that odious 
woman, Madame de La Motte, who has disappeared when 
her evidence might restore to us tranquil] ity, houor, se- 
curity. That woman is your evil genius, the scourge of 
royalty ; that woman, whom you have imprudently ad- 
mitted to a knowledge of your secrets, alas 1 perhaps of 
your intimacy — " 

• " My secrets I my intimacy ! Ah, Monsieur, I beg of 
you — " 

" Madame, the cardinal affirmed very clearly — and 
proved it — that you had arranged with him the purchase 
of the necklace." 

" Ah, you come back to that, Monsieur de Charny ! " 
said the queen, blushing. 

" Pardon, pardon I You see that my heart is less gen- 
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erotiH than yours, — that I am unworthy to share your 
thoughts, I seek to assuage, and I only irritate.' 

" Monsieur," said the queen, assuming a haughty and 
angry manner, " what the king believes, all the world may 
believe. I shall not be more accommodating to my friends 
than to my husband. It seems to me that a man can no 
longer wish to see a woman when he has lost his respect 
for her. I am not speaking of you, Monsieur," she said, 
checking herself suddenly. " I am not a. woman, 
queen ; you are not a man, but, for me, a subject. 1 

Charny bowed bo low that the queen bad reason to thi: 
the humility of this subject quite sufficient. 

" I advised you," she said suddenly, " to remain 
your estates. That would have been more prudent 
mote from the life of the court, which is made so uncon- 
genial to you by your habits, your rectitude, and — allow 
me to say — your inexperience, you might have judged 
more correctly those who play their part upon that stage. 
In order to preserve the optical illusion, Monsieur de 
Charny, we ought to keep on our rouge and our high 
heels in presence of the multitude. Too ready to con- 
descend, I have neglected, as a queen, to maintain toward 
those who loved mo the dazzling pomp of royalty. Ah, 
Monsieur de Charny, the crown on the head of a queen 
enables her to dispense with chastity, gentleness, intelli- 
gence, and especially affection. She is a queen, Monsieur ; 
she rules, — to what purpose should she be beloved J" 

" I cannot tell you, Madame," replied Charny, with 
agitation, " how much I am distressed by your Majesty's 
severity, I bad forgotten that you were my queen ; but 
— render me that justice — I have never forgotten that, 
above all other women, you are entitled to my respect 
and my — " 

'* Do not finish ; I am not soliciting. Yea ; as I said, 
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absence is necessary to you. Something tells me that your 
name will at length be involved in this matter." 

" Madame, it is impossible 1 " 

" You say, ' impossible,' Think then of the power of 
those who, for the last six months, have been playing with 
my reputation, — with my life. Have not you said that 
the cardinal is acting from sincere convictioa, in conse- 
quence of an error into which he has fallen ? Those who 
cause such conviction*, Monsieur le Comte, — thoae who 
create such error* will be able to prove that you are dis- 
loyal to the king and a disgraceful friend to me. Those 
who can invent so readily what is false, will they not dis- 
cover what is true] Lose no time then; the danger is 
serious. "Withdraw to your estates ; avoid the impending 
scandal. I do not wish that my fate should drag you 
down, and that your career should he destroyed. I who, 
thank God ! am endowed with the strength of innocence ; 
I who have no stain upon my life ; I who am resolved 
to open my breast to my enemies that they may see 
the purity of my heart, — I Bhall resist. For you there 
will he ruin, disgrace, perhaps the prison. Take back 
your money, so nobly offered, and receive the assurance 
that not one of the generous impulses of your soul has 
escaped my knowledge, that your doubts have not 
wounded me, and that I have sympathized with your 
Bufferings. Depart, I say, and seek elsewhere what the 
queen of France cannot give you, — faith, hope, happi- 
ness. Before the matter can come to trial before parlia- 
ment, fifteen days must elapse. Go, then I Your undo 
has two vessels ready, at Cherbourg and at Nantes ; make 
your choice. But at all events, go away from me. I am 
the bearer of misfortune ; avoid me. I valued but one 
tiling in the world ; that fails me, and I am lost." 

On saying these words the queen rose abruptly, and 
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seemed to indicate the termination of the interview. 
Chamy approached her respectfully, but eagerly. "Your 
Majesty," he said in an agitated voice, " has shown to aie 
my duty. It is not on my estates, it is not outside of 
France, that the danger lies, but at Versailles, where you 
are suspected; at Paris, where you are to be judged. You 
cannot have a more loyal witness, a more resolute support, 
than I ; I shall remain. Those who know so many things 
will say them ; but at least we shall have the happiness 
— dear to courageous hearts — of meeting our enemies 
face to face. Let them tremble liefore the majesty of an 
innocent queen, and the courage of a man superior to them, 
all. Yes ; I shall remain, Madame, and be assured your 
Majesty need no longer hide your thoughts from me. 
Every one knows that I do not run away from danger. 
You know that I have no fear ; you know too that in 
order to avoid me it is not necessary to send me into 
exile. Oh, Madame, hearts that are separated can under- 
stand each other ; at a distance aspirations are even more 
anient than in proximity. Fear nothing ! I shall be near 
enough to help you, to defend you, but not near enough 
to disturb or injure you. You did not see me, did you, 
during the time that I lived near you, watching your 
movements, counting your steps, living your life 1 Well, 
it will be so again ; for I cannot obey your wish, — I can- 
not go away. Besides, what difference would it make? 
Would you. in any case, have thoughts of me 1 " 

The queen made a movement which separated her from 
the young man. " It shall be as you please," said she; 
" but — you have understood me — I am not a coquette, 
Monsieur de Chamy. It is the privilege of a queen to 
think what she says, and to say what she thinks. I avail 
myself of that privilege. One day, Mom 
guished you among those who surrounded 
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know what drew my heart toward you. I thirsted for a 
friendship strong and pure ; and I allowed you to perceive 
this, did I not 1 It is eo no longer; I no longer think as 
I thought then. Your soul is no longer kindred to my 
own. I avow it to you frankly. Let na spare each 

"It is well, Madame; I never thought that you had 
chosen me ; I never thought — Ah, Madame, I cannot 
bear the idea, of losing you. Madame, I am mad with 
jealousy and fear. Madame, I will not suffer you to tear 
your heart from me ; it is mine, you have given it to me, 
and no one shall take it from me hut with my life. Be a 
woman, be kind to ine ; do not abuse my weakness, for 
just now you blamed me for my doubts, and now you 
crush me with yonr own." 

"Heart of a child, — heart of a woman," said the 
queen, " you wish me to depend on you 1 Fine pro- 
tectors we should be for each other! Weak, — oh, yea; 
indeed you are weak, and I, alas ! am not stronger than 
yon." 

" I should not love you," murmured Charny, " were you 
other than you are." 

" What. ! " exclaimed the queen, in tones of passionate 
eagerness, " this queen accursed ; this queen who is ruined ; 
this woman on whom parliament is to sit in judgment, 
whom public opinion will condemn, whom her husband, 
her king, will perhaps drive from him, — this woman still 
finds a heart that loves her? " 

" A servant who worships her, and who offers her all the 
blood of his heart in exchange for the tear she has just now 
shed." 

" That woman," cried the queen, " is blessed, is proud, 
is the first among women, the happiest of all I That 
woman is too happy, Monsieur de Charny ; I know not 
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how that woman could have complained, — forgive 
her!" 

Charny fell at the feet of Marie Antoinette, and kissed 
them in a transport of religious love. 

At that moment the door was thrown open, and the 
king appeared, trembling, thunderstruck, on the threshold. 
He had surprised the man accused by Monsieur de Pro- 
vence at the feet of Marie Antoinette. 




The queen and Charny exchanged glances so full of terror 
that their most cruel enemy would have pitied them 
both. Charny rose and saluted the king with profound 
respect. 

"Ah," said the king, in a hollow voice, "Monsieur 
de Charny ! " 

The count replied only by another salutation. The 
queen felt that she was lost. 

The king continued, " Monsieur de Charny, it is not 
honorable to a gentleman to be caught in the act of 
robbery." 

" Rubbery 1 " murmured Charny. 

" Robbery ! " repeated the queen, who seemed to hear 
again hissing in her ear those borrililo accusations respect- 
ing the necklace, and imagined that the count was also 
about to be soiled by thetn. 

" Yes," pursued the king ; " kneeling before another's 
wife is rubbery ; and when that wife is a queen, Monsieur, 
we call it high treason." 

The count was about to speak ; he was about to protest 
his innocence, when the queen, eager in her generosity, 
not willing that the man she loved should be accused of an 
unworthy act, came to his aid. " Sire," she said eagerly, 
"it seems to me you are assuming a habit of evil suspi- 
cions and unfavorable suppositions which I warn you are 
unfounded. I see that respect enchains the count's tongue j 
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but I wbo know his goodness will not allow him to be 
accused without defending him." She paused, exhausted 
by her emotion, terrified at the falsehood which she would 
he obliged to invent, and in despair because she could 
think of none. 

But this hesitation, which appeared so odious to the 
proud spirit of the quuen, was really the salvation of the 
woman. In these horrible encounters, where the honor, 
even the life, of the woman surprised is often at stake, a 
minute gained is sufficient to save her, as a second lost is 
enough to ruin her. The queen by instinct had seized 
the favorable moment for delay ; she had checked the aus- 
picious of the king, and restored the confidence of the 
count, 

" Do you mean to say," replied Louis XVI.. leaving the 
role of king to assume that of the anxious husband, 
" that I did not see Monsieur de Chamy there on his 
knees before you, Madame 1 Now, when a man is per- 
mitted to kneel thus, it must be — " 

" It must be, Monsieur," said the queen, severely, " that 
a subject of the queen of France has a favor to ask of 
her — " 

" A favor to ask of you I " cried the king. 

"And a favor I cannot grant," pursued the queen. 
" Otherwise, Monsieur de Chamy would not have needed 
to entreat upon his knees, I assure you ; and I should have 
joyfully granted his wish to a gentleman for whom I have 
a particular esteem." 

Charny breathed again. The eye of the king bad be- 
come uncertain ; his brow bad gradually relaxed from its 
unusual threatening air which surprise had caused it to 
assume. 

Meanwhile Marie Antoinette, angry at being compelled 
to utter a falsehood, and in despair at not finding one to 
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utter, was searching distractedly for some plausible fiction. 
She had expected, by acknowledging herself powerless 
to grant the count the favor he solicited, to restrain the 
curiosity of the king, and had hoped that the examination 
would stop there. She was mistaken. Any other woman 
would have been more prudent by showing less haughti- 
ness ; but for her it was torture to utter an untruth 
before the man she loved. To exhibit heraelf in this false 
light was to conclude all the falsehoods and stratagems of 
the park intrigue by a denouement as infamous ; it was 
almost acknowledging herself guilty, — it was worse than 
death. She hesitated still. She would have given her 
life that it might be Charny who should invent the lie ; 
but he, the loyal gentleman, did not even think of doing 
so. He was afraid, in his delicacy, of seeming even dis- 
posed to defend the honor of the queen. 

Marie Antoinette awaited in fearful suspense the ques- 
tion of the king. 

'' Come, Madame, what is this favor which Monsieur de 
Charny has solicited in vain, and for which he kneels 
before youl I shall perhaps be more happy than yon, 
Madame, and Monsieur de Charny will not be under the 
necessity of kneeling before me." 

" Sire, I told you that Monsieur de Charny asked some- 
thing impossible." 

" But tell me, at least, what it is." 

" What can a man ask on his knees I " the queen asked 
herself; " what can be beg of me that it is impossible to 
grant 1 Let me see 1 let me see I " 

" I am waiting," said the king. 

" Sire, it is — what Monsieur de ChaTny asks Is a family 
secret," 

"There are no secrets from the king, — the sovereign 
of his kingdom, and a father interested in the honor and 
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safety of his subjects, who are his children, — even," 
added Louis XVI, with great dignity, " when these un- 
natural children attack the honor and the safety of their 
father." 

" Monsieur de Charny," cried she, her mind disturbed 
and her hands trembling, " wished to obtain from me — " 

"What, Madame}" 

" Pennissinn to marry." 

" Really I " cried the king, at first reassured, then re- 
lapsing again into his jealous anxiety. " Well, then," ho 
said, without remarking the suffering of the poor woman 
in uttering these words, or how pale Charny had become 
on seeing this suffering ; " well, why is it impossible for 
Monsieur de Charny to marry 1 Is he not a man of good 
family t Has he not a handsome fortune 1 Is this woman 
whom Monsieur de Charny desires to marry a princess of 
the blood, or is she already married 1 Tell me her name, 
and if she he in neither of these two positions, I will re- 
move every difficulty to please you." 

The queen, induced by the still increasing danger, urged 
on by the consequences even of the first falsehood, replied 
quickly, " No, Monsieur, no; there are difficulties which 
even you cannot overcome." 

" All the more reason that I should know the thing 
which is impossible to the king," interrupted Louis XVI., 
with rising anger. 

Charny looked at the queen, who seemed about to fnll. 
He would have gone to her but the king's immobility 
prevented him. By what right could he who was nothing 
to this woman, offer his hand or his assistance to her 
whom her husband and her king abandoned. 

"What power is that?" she asked herself, 
which the king cannot contend 1 Give me this idea, giv 
me this aid, my Godl" Suddenly a gleam of light Bhi 
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across her mind. " Ah, God himself sends me this aid," 
she murmured. " Those who belong to God cannot be 
taken from him even by the king." Then, raising her 
head, "Monsieur," she said to the king, "the person 
Monsieur do Charny wishes to marry is in a convent." 

"Ah," cried the king, "that is an objection; in fact it 
is very difficult to take from God that which is his, to 
give it to man. But it is strange that Monsieur de Charny 
should have conceived so sudden a passion ; no one has 
ever spoken to me about it, — not even his uncle, wbocan 
obtain anything he asks of me. What is the name of this 
woman whom you love, Monsieur de Charny 1 " 

The queen was in agony. She was about to hear a 
name pronounced by Olivier ; she was about to undergo 
the tortures consequent upon her falsehood. Charny 
might utter the name of one formerly loved, — a still fresh 
memory of the past ; or the name of one whom he was 
beginning to love, — a vague hope of the future. To 
escape this terrible blow, Marie Antoinette cried out sud- 
denly : " Why, Sire, you know the person whom Mon- 
sieur de Charny asks to marry; it is — Mademoiselle 
Andrea de Taverney." 

Charny uttered a cry, and hid his face in his hands. 
The queen placed her hand upon her heart, and fell almost 
fainting upon her chair, 

" Mademoiselle de Taverney ! " repeated the king, — 
" Mademoiselle de Taverney, who has retired to the con- 
vent at Saint Denis j " 

" Yes, Sire," the queen said in a weak voice. 

"But I do not know that shu has yet taken her vows 1 " 

" But she is to take them." 

"We will make a condition to that," said the king. 
"And yet," he added, with a remnant of mistrust, " whj 
should she take vows 1 " 
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" She ia poor," said Marie Antoinette ; " you have 
enriched only her father," she added severely. 

" That is a wrung I will repair, Madame J Monsieur da 
Chanty lovea her — " 



Chamy lovea her — 

The queen shuddered, and darted at the young man a 
eager look aa if imploring him to deny it. Charny looked 
steadily at Marie Antoinette, and did not reply. 

" It is well," said the king, who took this silence for 
respectful assent; "and doubtless Mademoiselle de Tav- 
eraey loves Monsieur de Charny 1 I will give Mademoi- 
selle de Taverney as dowry the five hundred thousand 
francs which, the other day, I refused to Monsieur de 
Calonne, who wanted them for you. Thank the queen, 
Monsieur de Charny, for relating to me this affair and se- 
curing the happiness of your lift 

Charny took a step forward and bowed, — looking like 
a white statue to which, for a moment, life had been 
miraculously imparted. 

"Oh, that ia worth the trouble of getting down on your 
kueea again," said the king, with a touch of that vulgarity 
which, in him, qualified the traditional nobility of his 
race. 

The queen shuddered, and impulsively extended her 
Lands to the young man. He kneeled down and kissed 
them, praying to God that in that kiss upon the queen's 
cold hands he might give up his life. 

" Now," said the king, " we will leave to Madame the 
charge of your affairs. Come, Monsieur, 
went out first, and so quickly that Charny was able to 
look back for an instant and see in the eyes of the queen 
the ineffable grief of an eternal farewell. Then the door 
was closed between them, — a barrier henceforth ii 
ble to innocent love. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

SAINT DENIS. 

The queen remained alone, and in despair. So many 
blows had assailed her at the same time that she did nut 
know which one had given her the moat pain. After 
having remained an hour in this state of doubt and dejec- 
tion, she said to herself that it was time to seek a way out 
of her difficulties. The danger was increasing. The king, 
proud of a victory he hail obtained over appearances, would 
hasten to spread the report of it. It might happen that 
this report would be so received outside that the advan- 
tage to be gained by the deception would all be lost, 
That deception, alas ! how the queen reproached herself 
with it; how gladly she would hove recalled what she 
had said ; how much she wished to take away, even from 
Andn'<e, the chimerical happiness which she would perhaps 
refuse. 

Here was another difficulty. Who could be sura that 
so proud a person as Mademoiselle de Taverney would 
consent to sacrifice her liberty, or her future, for the ad- 
vantage of a queen whom only a few days before she had 
left in enmity. Then, if Andrp'e should refuse, — and that 
was probable, — all this scaffolding of falsehood would fall. 
The queen would appear to he an intriguing woman of 
small intellect, Charny a mere liar, and the calumny 
would be transformed into an accusation, perhaps, of 
adultery. 
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Mario Antoinette felt that her rt 
under these reflections ; she sank 
tween her hands and meditated, 
confide 1 Who was her friend, — I 



on was giving way 
r burning head be- 
ti whom could she 
dame de Lamballe 1 



I 



Oh, she was pure reason, — cold and inflexible reason! 
She could think of no one but. Mademoiselle de Taverney 
herself, whose invincible steadfastness and perfect purity 
would enable her to sympathize with the heavy sorrows 
of a queen. She would go then to Andree, relute to her 
her misfortunes, and entreat her to sacrifice herself. Of 
course Andree would refuse, because she was not one of 
those who allow themselves to be imposed upon ; hut by 
degrees, softened by her entreaties, she would consent 
Besides, a delay might be obtained. The king, appeased 
by the apparent consent of the affianced parties, might 
finally forget. Then a voyage would settle everything, 
and after a while Charny and Andree might declare that 
they had annulled their engagement ; thus no one would 
surmise that the projected marriage had been a feint. 

In this way the liberty of Mademoiselle de Taverney 
would escape being compromised ; and Charny would not 
lose his own. The queen would not suffer from the re- 
morse of having sacrificed the happiness of two beings to 
save her own honor ; and yet that honor, which was also 
that of her husband and her children, would be trans- 
mitted unsullied to the future queen of France. 

When she had fortified herself by these arguments and 
reflections, Marie Antoinette determined on going to Saint 

It was then three o'clock, the hour at winch a grand 
ceremonious dinner had been ordered ; then came presen- 
tations and the reception of visits. The queen received 
everybody with a serene countenance, and an affability 
which did not derogate from her well-known pride. She 
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;ted, even with thoBe whom she considered her eue- 
mies, a calmness which is not ordinarily shown by guilty 
persons. 

Never had there been so great a crowd at court ; never 
had curiosity more narrowly investigated the features of a 
queen in peril. Marie Antoinette faced it all, confounded 
her enemies, and enchanted her friends. Those who were 
indifferent became zealous, and the zealous enthusiastic. 
Indeed, she appeared so lovely and so noble that the king 
publicly offered her his congratulations. 

Then, when all this was over, laying aside her smiles, 
and resuming her painful thoughts, — alone, all alone in 
the world, — she changed lier costume, put on a gray silk 
dress, and a gray hat trimmed with ribbons and blue 
flowers, entered her carriage, and without guards, accom- 
panied only by one lady, she was driven to Saint Denis. 
She asked to see Mademoiselle Andree de Taverney in the 

The latter, on her knees, wrapped in her white woollen 
robe, was watching through her window the moon rising 
behind the linden-trees, and in the poetry of the early 
night she found the theme of all the prayers, fervent and 
passionate, which she addressed to God to relieve the an- 
guish of her soul. She was drinking in long draughts of 
the bitter pain of voluntary absence. This torture ia 
known only to brave souls ; it is at once a torture and a 
pleasure. It resembles in its anguish all ordinary griefs ; 
at the same time it almost amounts to a pleasure, — which 
they alone can feel who know how to sacrifice happiness 

Andre'e had left the court of her own free will. Proud 
as Cleopatra, she could not hear the idea that Monsieur 
de Charny had thought of another woman, even if that 
woman were the queen. She had no proof of his burning 
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passion for another ; but had she not seen him pase by 
her indifferently 1 Had aha not suspected the queen of 
possessing, innocently no doubt, his homage and prefer- 
ence t Of what use, after that, to remain at Versailles 1 
To beg fur compliments I To obtain from time to time 
the offer of an arm, or the help of a band, when in their 
walks the queen would lend her the polite attentions of 
Chamy, because she could not just at that moment accept 
them herself! 

No ; no cowardly weakness, no such compromise for this 
heroic soul. Life with love and preference ; the cloister 
with love and wounded pride I " Never ! never ! " the 
proud Andrea said to herself; "he whom I love in se- 
cret ; he who is for me but a cloud, a portrait, a remem- 
brance, — he never offends me, he always smiles on me, 
he smiles only on me." 

Her mute contemplations of pure love, the divine ecsta- 
sies of the solitary dreamer, constituted a life more suited 
to the untamable Andre'e than the brilliant fetes at Ver- 
sailles, where she would be under the necessity of bowing 
down before rivals, and would be haunted by the fear of 
divulging the secret shut up in her heart. 

While Andres was in the midst of her meditations, one 
of the sisters came to tell her that the queen was in the 
large parlor and wished to see her. 

Strange thing ! Andre'e, whose heart was softened by 
love, needed no more than this to make her spring for- 
ward to meet this perfume wafted to her from Veraailles, 
— a perfume she had cursed the evening before, — the 
more precious in proportion as it was remote from her ; 
precious as everything which evaporates, as everything 
which is forgotten ; precious as love, " The queen," she 
murmured, — " the queen at Saint Denis I The queen 
calls for me J" 
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Andre's threw over her shoulders the long mantle worn 
by nuns, and without pausing for a glance at her mirror, 
followed the sister who had come for her. But almost 
immediately she began to be ashamed of the joy ahe felt. 
" Why doea my heart bound 1 *' she said to herself. " How 
does it concern me that the queen comes hither 1 Come, 
be calm, unworthy nun ; thou belongest neither to God 
nor to the world, — try, at lea3t, to belong to thyselt" 

Thus Andree reprimanded herself aa she descended the 
stairs. Controlling herself, she banished from her cheeks 
the fugitive flush of haste, and checked the rapidity of 
her movements. When she entered the reception-room 
ahe was cold and pale. On hearing her name announced, 
and seeing Marie Antoinette in the chair of the abbess, 
and around her the most noble heads of the chapter 
bowed in reverence, Andree wns seized with a sudden 
agitation, and paused in her approach, 

"Ah I" said the queen, half smiling; "come nearer, 
Mademoiselle ; I wish to speak with you." 

Andree approached, and bowed her head. 

"Ton will permit me, Madame 1" said the qneen, 
turning toward the superior. 

The superior replied with a reverence, and left the 
salon, followed by the nuns, 

The queen remained alone with Andree, 
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CHAPTER XLnL 

A DEAD HEART. 

The queen opened the conversation. " You are here 
then, Mademoiselle," she said, with an expressive smile. 
"You make a strange impression on me, dressed thus 
as a nun." 

Andree made no reply. 

"To see a former companion/' continued the queen, 
u already lost to the world, in which we others continue 
to live, is like receiving a warning from the grave. Are 
you not of my opinion, Mademoiselle ? " 

" Who, then," replied Andree, " would venture to give 
a warning to your Majesty? Even death cannot fore- 
warn the queen." 

" How is that ? " 

" Because, Madame, a queon is appointed, by virtue of 
her station, to endure in this world only the unavoidable 
hardships. All that can mitigate hardship, she pos- 
sesses. All that another has which she can use for her 
own comfort, she takes from that other." 

The queen made a movement of surprise. 

"And that is her right," Andree hastened to add. 
" Others are, to the queen, only so many subjects, whose 
property, honor, and life are hers." 

" These are doctrines that astonish me," said the 
queen, speaking slowly. "You make of a sovereign, in 
this country, a sort of ogress who devours the fortunes 
and the happiness of the citizens. Am I a woman of 
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that kind, Andree 1 Have you then really bad occasion 
to complain of me ? " 

"Your Majesty had the goodness to ask me that ques- 
tion on the day I left you. I replied then, as I now 
reply, 'No, Madame.'" 

" But sometimes," continued the queen, " one is 
wounded by an injury which is not personal to one'a 
self. Have I, then, by offending any one in whom you 
are interested, deserved the harsh words that you have 
spoken 1 Andre'e, the retreat which you have chosen is 
an asylum against all the evil passions of the world. God 
there teaches us gentleness, patience, forget fulness of in- 
juries. In coming hither to meet a sister in Jesus Christ, 
am I to find a forbidding face and bitter words} Must I, 
coming as a friend, encounter the reproaches, or the veiled 
hostility, of an irreconcilable enemy 1 " 

Andree raised her eyes, astounded by that gentleness of 
the queen, usually so haughty and severe toward her ser- 
vants. " Her Majesty well knows," she said, " that the 
Taverneya cannot be enemies to the queen." 

" I understand," replied the queen; "you cannot for- 
give me for my coldness to your brother ; and he, 
perhaps, accuses me of fickleness, even of caprice." 

" My brother is too respectful a subject to accuse the 
queen," said Andree, maintaining the same unyielding 
formality. 

The queen saw clearly that she would excite suspicion 
by increasing the dose of honey with which she had 
sought to pacify this Cerberus. She therefore made a 
pause, " At any rate," she resumed, " having occasion to 
come here to speak with Madame, I wished to see you and 
to assure you that I am always your friend." 

Andree perceived the change in the queen's tone. She 
feared that she had given offence ; and she feared still 
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more that she had exposed her hidden wound to t 
clairvoyant eye of a woman. " Your Majesty covers me 
with honor and happiness," she said in a melancholy tone. 

"Do not speak bo, Andree," replied the queen, pressing 
her hand; "you will break my heart. What! cannot a 
wretched queen have a friend in whom she can confide, 
and in whose eyes ahe may look without seeing there self- 
interest or resentment 1 Tee, yes, Andree ; direct your 
envy toward those queens,' those mistresses of the for- 
tunes, honor, and lives of all. Oh, yes, they a 
they possess the gold and the blood of their subjects, — 
but their hearts 1 Never 1 never ! Hearts cannot be 
taken ; they must be given." 

" I assure you, Madame," said Andre'e, shaken by the 
warmth of these words, " that I have loved your Majesty 
as much as I shall ever love in this world." In saying 
these words ahe blushed and inclined her head. 

"You — have — loved me!" said the queen; "You 
love me then no longer)" 

" Oh, Madame ! " 

" I ask nothing of you, Andree. Accursed be the 
cloister which so soon extinguishes memory in certain 
hearts." 

" Do not blame my heart," said Andree, quickly ; " it is 
dead." 

" Your heart is dead ! You, Andree, young and beauti- 
ful, — you say yonr heart is dead I Ah, do not trifle with 
those funereal words. The heart is not dead in one who 
still retains that smile, that beauty; do not say that, 
Andree." 

" I repeat to you, Madame, that nothing at the court, 
nothing in the world, has now any interest for mo. 1 live 
here like the grass and the plants ; and I have plea 
here which I alone can understand." 
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" What ! you find pleasure in the convent 1 " exclaimed 
the queen, 

" I adopt with happiness the life of retirement." 

"There is nothing, then, which urges you toward the 
joys of the world!" 

*' Nothing." 

"My God 1" thought the queen, "am I not to succeed I 
I will tempt her ; if that fails I will resort to entreaty. 
Oh, to entreat her to that ! to entreat her to accept 
Monsieur de Charny, — great God, what wretchedness ! " 

The queen shuddered, but controlling her emotion, she 
aaid, " Andree, you have expressed your contentment in 
such terms that you have robbed me of a hope which I had 
entertained." 

" What hope, Madame 1 " 

"We will not speak of it, since you are so decided." 

" But, Madame, though it be only for your own satisfac- 
tion, explain to me — " 

"To what purpose! You have retired from the world, 
have yon not ? " 

" Yes, Madame* 

"Willingly!" 

" Oh, with all my heart I " 

" And you are satisfied with the course you have 
taken!" 

" More than ever." 

"You see, then, it is superfluous for me to speak. God 
is my witness, I thought for a moment that I might make 
you happy." 

" Me 1 " 

"Yes, you, who were ungratefully upbraiding me. 
But now that you are cherishing other joys, — - and you 
know better than I your own tastes, — I relinquish — " 

" But, Madame, do me the honor to give me some idea." 



" 
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" Oh, it is very simple ; I wished to draw you back to 
the court." 

" Oh I " cried Andre"e, with a bitter smile, " I return to 
court ! No, no ! Never, Madame ! — much as it may 
coat me to disregard your Majesty's wishes." 

The queen was much agitated. Her heart was filled 
with an indescribable grief. She, the mighty ship, was 
wrecked upon an atom of granite. " You refuse 1 " she 
murmured, and to hide her distress, she covered her face 
with her hands. 

Andree, thinking her overcome with sorrow, knelt by 
her, and sought to mitigate the wound she had given to 
friendship, or to pride. " Come, now, tell me," she said, 
" what you would have done with me at court, — with me, 
a nobody, without fortune, under a ban, whom every one 
avoids because I am not even able — unfortunate that I 
am — to arouse in women the vulgar anxiety of rivalry, or 
in men the vulgar sympathy that springs from difference 
of sex. Ah, Madame, leave the poor nun to her 
retirement." 

"Ah," said the queen, raising her eyes, "the position 
which I was about to offer you gives a direct contradiction 
to all the humiliations of which you complain. The mar- 
riage in question would have made you one of the first 
ladies in France," 

"A — marriage ! " stammered Andree, stupefied. 

" You refuse 1 " said the queen, more and more 
discouraged. 

" Oh, yes ; I refuse, I refuse ! " 

"Andree — " 

" T refuse, Madame ; I refuse." 

Marie Antoinette then prepared herself, with an op- 
pressed heart, to begin her entreaties. She arose, and 
stood undecided, trembling, distracted ; but before she 
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could utter the first word of her supplication, Andree, seiz- 
ing her robe, under the impression that abe was going 
away, exclaimed, — 

"At least, Madame, do me the kindness of naming to 
me the man who would accept me as his companion. I 
have suffered so many humiliations in my life that the 
name of that generous man — " she smiled with bitter 
irony — " will be," she continued, " a balm which I shall 
henceforth apply to all wounds of my pride." 

The queen hesitated, but she was impelled to go on to 
the end. " Monsieur de Charny," she said in a dull, 
indifferent tone. 

" Monsieur de Charny ! " cried Andree, with a sudden 
explosion, " Monsieur Olivier de Charny I " 

" Monsieur Olivier, yes," said the queen, looking at the 
young girl in surprise. 

" The nephew of Monsieur de Suffren 1 " continued 
Andree, with glowing cheeks and eyes shining like 

" The nephew of Monsieur de Suffren," replied the 
queen, more and more amazed at the sudden change in 
Andree. 

" It is to Monsieur Olivier that you wish to marry me 1 " 

"To him." 

"And — he consents 1" 

" He asks for you ia marriage." 

" Oh, I accept, I accept," cried Andree, wild with joy. 
" It is I whom he loves ! — I whom he loves as I love 
him I " 

The queen, with a suppressed groan, drew back, pale 
and trembling. She fell, crushed, into an arm-chair, while 
the overjoyed Andr&e kissed her knees and her robe, cov- 
ered her hands with tears of delight, and devoured them 
with burning kisses. 
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"When shall we set oat f " she askedat length, when 
the was able to speak. 

"Come," murmured the queen, who felt as if her life 
were departing, and who wished, before dying, to save her 
honor. She rose, leaning on Andree, whose ardent kisses 
sought her icy cheeks. 

When Andree left her to make ready for the departure, 
the queen exclaimed, "My God! is not this enough of 
suffering for a single heart t And yet, I thank thee. Thou 
hast saved my children from disgrace ; thou hast given me 
the right to die wearing the royal mantle." 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

THE BARON UNDERSTANDS. 



" 



While the queen was deciding the destiny of Mademoi- 
selle de Taverney at Saint Denis, Philippe, whose heart 
was torn by nil that he had discovered, pushed on his 
preparations for departure. A soldier, accustomed to 
range over the world, needs no long time to pack his 
trunks and pat on his travel ling-cloak ; and Philippe had 
special reason to hasten his departure from Versailles, — 
he would avoid witnessing tlie threatened dishonor of the 
queen. When he had completed his preparations, he sent 
word to Monsieur de Taverney the elder that he wished 
to speak with him. 

The baron had just returned from the palace in a very 
agreeable state of mind. He bad laid in a new supply of 
scandals and Email infamies, and was happy. Instead, 
therefore, of waiting for Philippe to come to him, he him- 
self on receiving the message went immediately to Phi- 
lippe's room. He entered without warning, and found the 
room in that state of disorder which signifies an intended 
departure. 

Philippe expected no outbreak of affectionate regret 
when hia father should be informed of his purpose, nor, on 
the other hand, did he anticipate complete indifference. 
But be was greatly aitonished on bearing his father cry 
out joyously," Ah, very good ! he is going way; he is 
going away ! " 

Philippe looked at his father in surprise. 
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"I was sure of it," continued the baron; 
have predicted it. Well played, Philippe, well played ! " 

"What do you mean, Monsieur) What is it that is 
well played I" 

The old man winked at Philippe, as a sign to him to 
dismiss his valet. Philippe obeyed. The baron closed 
the door on the heels of the retiring valet, and then turn- 
ing to Philippe, " Admirable I " he said in a low voice, — 
" admirable I " 

" You bestow compliments ou me, Monsieur," replied 
Philippe, "without my knowing how I have deserved 

" Ah ! ah ! ah I " said the old man, dancing about, 

" Unless all this hilarity, Monsieur, is occasioned by my 
departure, which rids you of my company." 

" Oh I oh ! oh 1 " laughed the old baron, on another 
note. " There, there, don't restrain yourself before me, — 
it is not worth while. You know I am not taken in — 
Ah I ah ! ah ! " 

Philippe crossed his arms, and wondered if the old man 
was losing his mind. " Taken in by what 1 " he asked. 

" By your departure of course. Do you imagine that I 
believe in your departure)" 

" You do not believe in it I " 

" Your servant is no longer here ; there is no use in 
being bo reserved. Well, I admit that you had no other 
course to take ; you have taken this, — very good ! " 

"Monsieur, you surprise me." 

" Yes ; it is surprising enough that I should understand 
this matter. ' But Philippe, there is no man living more 
curious than I am ; and when I am curious I investigate. 
There is no man more fortunate than I in making discov- 
eries ; and so I have found out that you are making s 
pretended departure, and I congratulate you." 



THE BARON UNDERSTANDS. 345 

" I am pretending 1 " said Philippe, in bewilderment. 

The old man went up to him, touched his breast with 
his bony fingers, like those of a skeleton, and with a i 
nur more and more confidential said, in a low tone, '' On 
my word of honor, had you not resorted to this expedient 
I am sure all would have been discovered. You act in 
season ; to-morrow would have been too late." 

" Monsieur," said Philippe, in on icy tone, " I protest 
that I do not understand one word — one single word 
of all that you have done me the honor to say to me." 

" Where will you hide the horses I " continued the old 
man. " You have a mare that is easily recognized. Take 
care she is not seen when you are believed to be in — 
By the way, to what place do you pretend you are goin 

" I am going to Taverney-Muison-Kijuge, Monsieur. 

"Good, — very good. You pretend to go to Maison- 
Rouge. No one will go there to inquire. But be prudent ; 
there are many eyes fixed on you both." 

" On us both 1 Who, then 1 " 

"She is impetuous, yon know," continued the old man; 
" she has fits of passion that might ruin everything. Be 
careful ; you must be more reasonable than she — " 

"Why," said Philippe, with rising anger, "I really 
believe that you are seeking to amuse yourself at my 
expense. That is not kind ; nor is it wise, for you expose 
me, sorrowful and irritated as I am, to a failure in my 
respect toward you." 

" Ah, well, — respect ; I dispense with it. You are 
old enough to manage your affairs, and you manage them 
bo well that you inspire me with respect. Come, give me 
an address to which I may send you information, if any- 
thing should happen." 

"To Taverney, Monsieur," said Philippe, thinking that 
the old man was coming to bis senses. 
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"Ehl toTaverney, — eighty leagues. Do you imagine 
that when I may have urgent advice to give yuu, 1 shall 
amuse myself with killing couriers on tlie road to Taverney, 
for the Bake of appearances 1 Come, now ; I don't ask you 
to give your address at your house in the park, — my 
messengers might be followed, or my livery recognized ; 
give me another address at a distance that may be covered 
in a quarter of an hour. What the devil ! you have imag- 
ination. A man who does for his love affairs what you 
have done for yours is a man of resources." 

"A 'house in the park/ 'love affairs,' 'imagination* I 
Monsieur, we are playing at enigmas, and you keep the 
key to yoursel£" 

"Your reserve becomes offensive," said the father 1 ) 
angrily. " One would think you are afraid of being be- 
trayed by me I " 

" Monsieur ! " said Philippe, exasperated, 

* Very well ; very well ! Keep your secrets to yourself; 
keep the secret of the huntsman's lodge tbat you have 
hired." 

"I — have hired the huntsman's lodge 1" 

" Keep the secret of your walks at night between two 
adorable friends." 

"I — I have taken walks ? " murmured Philippe, turn- 
ing pale, 

" Keep the secret of those kissee dropped like honey 
beneath the flowers and the dew." 

" Monsieur 1 " roared Philippe, mad with jealousy, " will 
you be silent t " 

" It is good, I say again ; all that you have done. I have 
known. Had you any suspicion that I knew it) Mor- 
iii en- 1 that should inspire you with confidence. Tour 
intimacy with the queen, your prosperous adventures, your 
excursions to Apollo's Baths, —great God 1 these are 
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and Fortune to us olL Have no more fear of me, Philippe ; 
oonfide in me," 

" Monsieur, you fill me with horror 1 " cried Philippe, 
covering his face with his hands. 

It was really horror which the unhappy Philippe felt 
toward the man who attributed to him all the happiness of 
another, and who, intending to congratulate him, scourged 
him with the successes of his rival. 

All that the father had learned and guessed, all that 
common rumor had ascribed to Monsieur de Rohan or the 
Comte de Charny, he had placed to the account of his son. 
According to his understanding of the matter, it was Phi- 
lippe whom the queen loved, and by degrees was secretly 
lifting to the heights of favoritism. 

When Philippe had discovered this new slough of in- 
famy he shuddered, as he saw himself plunged into it by 
the one person who should have made a stand with him 
for honor. But the blow had been so violent that he re- 
mained stunned anil silent, while the baron went on chat- 
tering with more energy than ever. 

"See," said he, " you have achieved a master-stroke of 
art; you have thrown everyone off the scent. This after- 
noon fifty eyes have said to me, ' It is Rohan.' A hun- 
dred have said to me, ' It is Charny.' Two hundred have 
said to me, ' It ia Rohan anil Charny.' Not one, mark 
you, not one said, 'It is Taverney.' I repeat, you have 
achieved a masterpiece, and the least I can do is to offer 
you my congratulations. It is a connection that honors 
you both, my dear fellow, — her, because she has taken 






you ; you, because you have a hold on her." 

At the moment when Philippe, now rendered furious, 
flashed lightning glances at the pitiless old man — glances 
portending a storm — the noise of a carriage was heard in 
the court-yard, and presently the valet was heard exclaim- 
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ing, " Mademoiselle I it is Mademoiselle ! ™ And several 
voices repeated, " Mademoiselle I " 

"What I Mademoiselle 1 ■ said Taverney. "Who can 
it be!" 

" It is my sister! " murmured Philippe, at the window, 
seized with astonishment on recognizing Andree as she 
alighted from a carriage. 

" Your sister 1 " repeated the old man. " Andree 1 1b 
it possible 1" 

The valet came, and informed Philippe that Andree was 
in the boudoir adjoining the grand salon, and wished to 

"Let us go to her," cried the baron. 

" It ia to me that she wishes to speak," Baid Philippe, 
bowing to the old man ; "I will go first, if you 
please." 

At that moment a second carriage rolled noisily into the 
court-yard. 

" What the devil ! " said the baron ; " still another i 
This is an evening of adventures." 

"Monsieur le Comte Olivier de Charny!" cried the 
guard to the footmen. 

" Conduct Monsieur le Comte to the salon," said Phi- 
lippe ; " Monsieur le Baron will receive him. I am going 
to the boudoir to speak with my sister." 

The two men slowly descended the stairs. 

" For what does the count come here 1 " Philippe asked 
himself. 

" For what has Andree come here 1 " the baron asked 
himself. 



THE FATHER AND THE DAUGHTER. 349 



CHAPTER XLV. 

THE FATHER AND THE DAUUHTEB, 

The salon of the hotel was situated in tlie front part of the 
ground-Moor. On its left was the boudoir, with a door 
opening upon the staircase leading to Andree's apartment. 
To the right was another smaller salon, through which 
one must pass in order to enter the large salon. 

Philippe went straight to the boudoir where his sister 
was waiting for him. As soon as he had opened the door 
Andree rushed to meet him, throwing her arms about his 
neck with a joyful air, to which this sad lover, this un- 
happy brother, had been for a long time unaccustomed. 

" Good Heavens I what can have happened ) " asked the 
young man. 

" Something happy ! oh, yes, something very happy, 

" And you have come here to tell roe of it 1 " 

" 1 shall never go back ! " cried Andree, in a transport 
of joy. 

"Speak lower, little sister," said Philippe ; " the wain- 
seoting of this house is not accustomed to joyful sounds ; 
and more than that, there is in the little room next us a 
person who will hear yon." 

" A person 1 " said Andree, " who can it be J " 

" Listen," replied Philippe, 

"Monsieur lo Cerate de Cbarny I " said the valet, an- 
nouncing Olivier as he passed from the small parlor into 
the salon. 
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** He I be I " cried Andre*, redoubling ] 
to ber brother. "Ob, I know what be 
fori" 

•'Yon know it t " 

"Yea, I know it, — so well that I perceive the dis- 
ordered state of my dress ; and as I foresee the moment 
when I shall myself enter that salon to hear with my own 
ears what Monsieur de Charny has to say — ™ 

" Do you speak seriously, my dear Andrea 1 ** 

" Listen, listen, Philippe ! and then let me go up to my 
own room. The queen has brought me back somewhat 
hastily ; I am about to exchange my convent-robe for the 
attire — of a betrothed." And when she had spoken this 
word to Philippe in a very low tone, and accompanied it 
with a joyous kiss, Andrea, buoyant with happiness, ran 
Up the stairs to her apartment. 

Philippe remained alone, and putting his ear to the door 
communicating with the salon, listened. Monsieur de 
Charny was already there. The Baron de Tavemey, in 
his turn, came into the room, and advanced to salute the 
count with studied politeness. 

"To what," he said, "do I owe the honor of this 
unexpected visit, Monsieur le Coiute 1 At all events, 
I l>eg you to believe that it overwhelms me with joy." 

" I have come, Monsieur, ceremoniously, as you see, and 
I beg you will excuse mo for not bringing with me 
my uncle, Monsieur de Suffren, as I ought to have 
done." 

" What I " stammered the baron ; " but I excuse you, 
my dear Monsieur de Charny," 

"It would have been more consistent with propriety, I 
know, considering the request I am about to make." 

" A request 1 " said the baron. 

" I have the honor," said Charny, in a voice full of 
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emotion, "to ask of you the Land of Mademoiselle Andree 
de Taverney, your daughter." 

" My daughter ! " murmured the baron; "you ask of 
me Andree in marriage)" 

" Yes, Monsieur le Baron ; unless Mademoiselle de 
Taverney should feel some repugnance to this union." 

Bow ia thisl" thought the old man. "Can the 
favor of Philippe have already becomu bo marked that one 
of his rivals hopes, by marrying his sister, to profit by 
Upon my word, not so badly played, Monsieur de 
Charny ! " Then aloud, with a atnile, " This suit is ao 
honorable for our house, Monsieur le Couite," lie said, 
" that I accept it with much pleasure, us f;ir as I am con- 
cerned ; and as I desire that you should bear with you a 

1 consent, I will go to call my daughter." 

" Monsieur," interrupted the count, coldly, " that would 
be unnecessary trouble. The queen has been kind enough 
to consult Mademoiselle de Taverney on this subject, and 
your daughter's reply was favorably to me." 

" Ah ! " said the baron, more and more astounded, " it 
is the queen — " 

" Who has taken the trouble to go to Saint Denis ; yes, 
Monsieur." 

The baron rose. "There only remains for roe, then, to 
inform you as to the condition of Mademoiselle de Taver- 
ley's pecuniary affairs. I have upstairs the deeds of her 
aether's property. You do not marry a rich girl, Monsieur 
3 Corute ; and before deciding anything — " 

"There ia no need of it, Monsieur le Baron," said 
Charny, dryly. "I am rich enough fnr both ; and Made- 
moiselle de Taverney is not the si>rt of woman to he bar- 
gained fnr. But it is indispensable that I should make 
ome statement of my own affairs." 

lie hud just finished these words when the door nf the 
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boudoir opened, and Philippe appeared, pale and agil 
one hand in the breast of hia coat, and the other convul- 
sively clinched. 

Charny bowed ceremoniously, and Philippe responded 
in the same manner. 

" Monsieur," said Philippe, " my father was quite right 
to propose to inform you as to the pecuniary condition of 
the family; we both of us have explanations to make. 
While Monsieur le Baron goes to find the papers of which 
he speaks, I shall have the honor of considering the ques- 
tion with you more in detail ; " and Philippe, with a look 
of authority not to be disregarded, dismissed the baron, 
who went out ill at ease, fearing that something was about 
to happen which would prevent this marriage. 

Philippe accompanied the baron to the door of the little 
parlor, in order to be sure that this room was empty. 
Then returning, " Monsieur de Charny," he said, crossing 
his arms as he stood before the count, " how is it that you 
dare to ask my sister in marriage 1 Is it in order better to 
conceal your lovo for that woman whom you pursue, — 
with that woman whom you love) Is it because if you 
were married it perhaps would not be said so freely that 
you had a mistress 1 " 

" Indeed, Monsieur," said Charny, staggering. 

" Is it," added Philippe, " that having become the hus- 
band of a woman who would be always about your mis- 
tress, you would have greater facilities for seeing this 
adored mistress 1 " 

" Monsieur, you are going beyond all bounds." 

"It is, perhaps, — and I think this more apt to be the 
case," continued Philippe, drawing nearer to Charny,— 
"you think, doubtless, that having become your brother- 
in-law I should not disclose what I know of your past 
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"What ymi knowl" cried Charny, terrified. "Take 

" Yes," said Philippe, besoming excited ; " your renting 
tlie wolf-hunter's lodge, your mysterious walks in the 
park of Versailles in the night, your pressing of hands, 
your sighs, and especially that tender interchange of 
glances at the smali gate of the park — " 

" Monsieur, in the name of Heaven ! — Monsieur, say 
that you know nothing of all this ! " 

"I know nothing 1" cried Philippe, with bitter irony 
" How know nothing 1 — 1 who was concealed in the 
shrubbery behind Apollo's Baths when you came out with 
the queen on yonr arm ! " 

Chanty started back two paces like a man who had re- 
ceived his death-blow. Philippe looked at him in stern 
silence. He let him suffer; be let him expiate by this 
momentary torture the hours of ineffable delight with 
which he had just reproached hira. 

Cbarny recovered his self-control. " Well, Monsieur,** 
he said to Philippe, " even after what you have said, I 
ask of you the hand of Mademoiselle de Taverney. If I 
were only a mean calculator, as you accused me of being 
only a moment ago, — if I were about to marry for my 
own sake, I should be so miserable that I should be afraid 
of a man who possesses my secret and that of the queen. 
But the queen must be saved. Monsieur ! " 

"And in what manner is the queen lost) Because 
Monsieur de Taverney saw her press the arm of Monsieur 
de Charny and raise to heaven her eyes moist with happi- 
ness I Is the queen lost because I kriow that she loves 
you ) Oh, that ia no reason for sacrificing ray sister, Mon- 
sieur ; and I will not allow her to he sacrificed." 

"Monsieur," replied Olivier, "shall [ tell you why the 
queen is lost if thiB marriage does not take place 1 It ia 
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because this very morning, while Monsieur de Rohan 
being arrested, the king surprised me on my knees before 
the queen." 

"My God!" 

" And the queen, questioned by the jealous king, replied 
that I was kneeling to ask of her the hand of your 
That is the reason, Monsieur, why the queen will be lost 
if I do not marry your sister. Do you understand now ? " 

A two-fold noise cut short Olivier's sentence, — a shriek 
and a sigh. The one came from the boudoir, and the 
other from the little parlor. Olivier ran to the room from 
which the sigh tad come ; he saw Andree de Taverney 
dressed in white like a bride. She had heard all, and hod 
fainted. Philippe ran to the little parlor from which the 
cry had issued. He there saw the body of the Baron de 
Taverney, whose hopes this revelation of the queen's love 
for Charny had completely crushed. The baron, struck 
with apoplexy, had breathed his last j and the prediction 
of Cagliostro was fulfilled. 

Philippe, who comprehended everything, even the dis- 
grace of this death, silently left the dead body, and re- 
turned to the salon where Charny was contemplating, 
trembling, and without daring to touch it, this beautiful 
girl, now cold and inanimate. 

Philippe, with swelling heart, his eyes wet with tears, 
had the courage to resume the conversation by saying to 
Monsieur de Charny, " Monsieur le Baron de Taverney 
has just died. I am now the head of my family. If 
Mademoiselle de Taverney survives, I will give her to you 
in marriage." 

Chamy looked at the baron's dead body with horror, at 
the form of Andwie in despair. Philippe tore his hair 
with his hauds, and uttered to Heaven a cry which might 
move the heart of God upon his eternal throne. 
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" Comte de Charny," he said, after having quieted the 
tempest within him, " I make this engagement for my sis- 
ter, who does not hear me. She will sacrifice her happi- 
ness for the queen, and I may sometime be happy enough 
to give my life for her. Adieu, Monsieur de Charny; 
adieu, my brother-in-law," and "bowing to Olivier, who 
could not leave the room without passing near one of the 
two victims, Philippe raised Andree in his arms and gave 
free passage to the count, who went out through the 
boudoir. 
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CHAPTER XLVL 

AFTER THE DRAGON, THE VIPER. 

It is now time to return to those personages of our his- 
tory whom necessity and intrigue as well as historical 
truth have forced into the background. 

Oliva was getting ready for flight according to Jeanne's 
advice, when Beausire, informed by an anonymous letter, 
— Beausire, panting with impatience to see Nicole once 
more, found himself conducted right into her arms. He 
carried her away from Cagliostro's house while Monsieur 
Reteau de Yillette was waiting in vain at the end of the 
Rue du Roi-Dore\ 

In order to find the happy lovers whom Monsieur de 
Crosne had so much interest in discovering, Madame de La 
Motte, who felt sure that she had been duped, set every 
person on whom she could rely to search the country for 
them. It may be easily imagined that she would pre- 
fer watching over her secret herself to leaving it to the 
care of others, and for the success of the plan she had in 
hand it was indispensable that Nicole should not be 
forthcoming. It is impossible to depict her suffering as 
each of her emissaries returned with a report that their 
search was unavailing. At this time, also, she was re- 
ceiving, in her hiding-place, order after order to appear 
before the queen to answer for her conduct with regard to 
the necklace. One night, closely veiled, she set out for 
Bar-sur-Aube, where she had a small house ; and having 
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arrived there by cross-roads and without being recognized, 
she took time to examine her position in its true light. 
She thus gained two or three days in which to commune 
with herself. Two days of such solitude would bo suffi- 
cient to this profound soul for the struggle through which 
she must pass before so mastering body aiid mind that 
her conscience, being discharged from service, would not 
return, and that her blood might not mount to her face 
to betray shame or surprise. 

The king and queen, who had instituted a search for 
her, were not informed of her having established herself 
at Bar-sur-Aube until she had already prepared herself 
for war. They sent a messenger to bring her back to 
Versailles. 

At about the same time Jeanne heard of the cardinal's 
imprisonment. "The queen has burned her ships," she 
coldly meditated. " It is impossible fur her to revoke 
what she has done. Iu refusing to come to an under- 
standing with the cardinal and pay the jewellers she is 
playing double or quits. That proves that she is acting 
without reference to me, and that she has no suspicion of 
the forces at my command." 

While Jeanne was contemplating thus her defensive 
armor, a messenger suddenly presented himself before her 
and announced that he was charged to return ker to the 

The messenger proposed to tsike Jeanne directly to the 
king; but she, with her usual cunning, said to him, 
"Monsieur, you love the queen, do you not?" 

" Can you doubt it, Madame !a Comtesse 1" 

" "Well, then, in the name of that loyal love, and of the 
respect you cherish for the queen, I adjure you to conduct 
me first to her." 

The officer objected. 



358 THE QUEEN'S necklace. 

" You must know," said Jeanne, " even better than I 
what is in question ; and therefore you must know that it 
is necessary lor the queen to have a secret interview with 



The messenger, acquainted with the calumnious rumors 
that rilled the air of Versailles, concluded that he would' 
really render a service to the queen hy taking Madame de 
La Motte to her at once. 

Imagine the haughtiness and pride of the queen on s 
ing in her presence that demon whom as yet she did not 
know, but whose treacherous influence in her affairs she 
suspected. Imagine Marie Antoinette, incousolably wid- 
owed in her love, blighted by the breath of scandal ; Marie 
Antoinette, crushed by the insult of an accusation which 
she could not refute, — imagine her, after so many suffer- 
ings preparing to put her foot on the head of the serpent 
which had bitten her. 

Supreme disdain, anger unrestrained, the hatred of 
■woman for woman, the sense of an incomparable supe- 
riority in position, — such were the weapons of one 
the adversaries. The queen began hy calling in two of 
her women as witnesses. 

Cast-down eyes, closed lips, a reverence slow and sol- 
emn, a heart full of mysteries, a mind full of ideas, despair 
her impelling power, — such was the second champion. 

Madame de La Motte, on seeing the two witnesses, said 
to herself, "Good ! here are two witnesses who will very 
soon be dismissed." 

" Ah, here you are at last, Madame I " cried the queen. 
" You have been found at last I " 

Jeanne bowed a second time. 

"You were in hiding thenl" said the queen, impatiently. 

" I in hiding ! No, Madame," in a soft and slightly 
tremulous voice, as if she were oppressed by the royal 
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presence; " had I been in hiding I should not have been 

" You had fled, however, — call it as you please." 

" That ia to say, I left Paria, — yea, Madame." 

" Without my permission J " 

" I did not think my presence so necessary to your 
Majesty that T must give you notice of a week's absence." 

" Eh I you are right, Madame. Do you, then, hold any 
office at court t" 

There was too much contempt in these last words. 
" Madame," she replied, with humility, " I hold no oifice 
at court, it is true ; but your Majesty honored me with a 
confidence bo precious to me that I held myself more 
bound to you by gratitude than others are by official duty." 

Jeanne had found that word " confidence " after a search 
for the fitting word, ami laid much stress upon it. 

" That ' confidence,' " said the queen, with a contempt 
more crushing than before, " we shall give its place in the 
account. Have you seen the king 1 " 

" No, Madame." 

" You will aee him." 

Jeanne bowed. " That will be a great honor for me," 
she said. 

The queen for a moment sought to calm herself that 
she might enter properly upon the examination. Jeanne 
took advantage of the pause to exclaim, " But, man Diea 1 
Madame, how harsh your Majesty is toward me 1 I trem- 
ble all over." 

"You have not reached the end," said the queen, ab- 
ruptly. " Do you know that Monsieur de Rohan is in the 
Bastille V 

" I have been told so, Madame." 

"You of course know the cause of his imprisonment!" 

Jeanne looked steadily at the queen, and turning toward 
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the two women, whose presence aeeiued to annoy her, 
replied, " I do not know, Madame." 

" You know, however, that you have spoken, to me of a 
necklace, do you not!" 

"A diamond necklace, — yes, Madame." 

" And that in the name of the cardinal you proposed an 
arrangement for the purchase of that necklace 1 " 

•' That is true, Madame." 

" Did I accept or refuse that arrangement I " 

"Your Majesty refused." 

" Ah 1 " said the queen, with satisfaction, and also with 
surprise. 

"Your Majesty even gave two hundred thousand franca 
on account," added Jeanne. 

"Well, — afterward?" 

"Your Majesty, not being able to pay, sent back the 
diamonds to the jewellers." 

"By whom did I send them?" 

"Byrne." 

" And you, what did you do with them 1 J 

"I," said Jeanne, dolibomtcly, and conscious of the 
weight of the words she was about to speak, " I gave them 
to Monsieur le Cardinal." 

" To Monsieur le Cardinal ! And why, if you please, 
instead of returning them to the jewellers 1 " 

" Because, Madame, Monsieur de Rohan being interested 
in the affair, — to give pleasure to your Majesty, — I 
should have wounded him had I not given him the oppor- 
tunity to bring it to a proper conclusion." 

" How then did you obtain from the jewellers a receipt 
for the necklace? " 

"Monsieur de Rohan gave me that receipt." 

" And that letter which it is said you gave the jewellers 
as coming from me 1 " 
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" Monsieur de Kohan begged mo to deliver it." 

" It is then Monsieur da Rohan who is at the bottom 
of this affair 1" 

"I do not understand your Majesty," said Jeanne, as- 
suming a vacant air. 

" That receipt from the jewellers is a forgery ! " 

"A forgery!" innocently exclaimed Jeanne. "Oh, 
Madame ! " 

" The pretended letter of acceptance, signed, it is said, 
by me, is a forgery ! " 

"Oh!" cried Jeanne, apparently more astonished than 
before. 

" Tou will have to be confronted with the Cardinal de 
Rohan, that the affair may be cleared up." 

" Confronted ! Why, Madame, what need is there for 
my being confronted with the cardinal J" 

" He himself demands it." 

"He!" 

" He has sought you everywhere." 

" Bet, Madame, it is impossible." 

" He wished to prove to you, he said, that you had 
deceived him." 

" Oh, then, Madame, I demand to be confronted with 

"You will be, Madame, you may rest assnred. So 
then you deny knowing where the necklace is 1 " 

"How should r know J" 

" You deny having aided Monsieur le Cardinal in certain 
intrigues V 

" Your Majesty has every right to disgrace me, but 
none to insult me. I am a Valois, Madame." 

"The cardinal has maintained, in the king's presence, 
calumnies which he expects to support by serious proof." 

" I do not understand." 
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" The cardinal declares tbat he has written to me." 

Jeanne looked steadily at the queen, and made do 
reply. 

" Do you hear me 1 " asked the queen. 

" I hear, yea, your Majesty." 

" And what do you reply 1" 

" I will reply when I am confronted with Monsieur le 
Cardinal." 

" Meanwhile, if you know the truth, give us your 
assistance 1 " 

"The truth, Madame, ia that your Majesty blames me 
without cause, aud is severe toward me without reason." 

"That is not an answer." 

"I shall however make no other here, Madame," and 
Jeanne looked again toward the two women. 

The queen understood, but did not yield. Her curiosity 
could not prevail over her self-respect. The whole atti- 
tude of Jeanne seemed to indicate that she was in posses- 
sion of an important secret. Perhaps by gentleness the 
queen might win from her that secret ; but she rejected 
that method as unworthy of her. 

" Monsieur de Rohan has been sent to the Bastille," 
said Marie Antoinette, " for saying too much ; beware, 
Madame, of incurring the same fate through saying too 
little." 

Jeanne dug into her hands with her nails, but she 
smiled. " To a pure conscience," she said, " what matters 
persecution 1 Will the Bastille convict me of a crime 
that I have not committed 1 " 

Tbe queen looked at Jeanne angrily. " Will you 
speak ( " she asked. 

*' I have nothing to say, Madame, except to you." 

" To me J Very well, is it not to me that you are now 
tpeaking 1 " 
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" Not to you alone." 

"Ah, that is it!" cried the queen. "You wish for 
secrecy, for closed doors. You fear the scandal of a public 
avowal, after inflicting on me the scandal of public 
suspicion." 

Jeanne drew herself up. " Let us say no more about 
it," she said. " I was proposing to render you a service." 

" What insolence ! " 

" I submit respectfully to the wrongs inflicted by my 

queen," said Jeanne, without changing color. 

" You will sleep in the Bastille to-night, Madame de La 
Motte." 

" Be it so, Madame. But before going to bed I shall, 
as usual, pray that God will preserve to your Majesty 
honor and happiness." 

The queen, rising in great anger, went into the adjoin- 
ing chamber, and violently slammed the door. "After 
overcoming the dragon/' said she, " I shall certainly crush 
the viper." 

"I know her game by heart," thought Jeanne. "I 
think that I have won." 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 

THE PURfi UBS OVERTAKEN. 






Madame de La Motte was imprisoned, as the queen had 
wished. Nothing could be more agreeable to the king, 
who instinctively hated the woman. 

Meantime the Cardinal de Rohan was living at the Bas- 
tille as a nobleman might have lived in a hired hoi 
Everything was granted him on demand, except liberty. 

The law-proceedings were at first of a trivial character, 
considering the rank of the persons accused. There was 
great astonishment that a Rohan should be charged with 
theft, and for that reason the governor uf the Bastille and 
all the officers showed great deference and respect to the 
cardinal as to a person who was unfortunate. To thera he 
was not a person accused, but a man who had fallen out 
of favor ; and when it was rumored that he was a victim 
to the intrigues of the court, public sympathy rose to pub- 
lic enthusiasm. And Monsieur de Rohan, one of the chief 
nobles of the kingdom, did not understand that the 
of the people was bestowed on him only for the reason that 
he was persecuted by those more noble than he. The last 
victim of despotism, he was in fact one of the earliest 
revolutionists in France. 

Since the day of his incarceration the cardinal had per- 
sistently demanded to be confronted with Madame de La 
Motte, and at length he obtained that satisfaction. His 
interview with her was murked by a noticeable incident. 
The countess, who was permitted to speak low whenever 
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she spoke of the queen, at last succeeded in saying to Lite 
cardinal, " Send every one away, and I will give you the 
information yon want" 

Then Monsieur de Rohan expressed a desire to be left 
alone with the countess ; but this was refused. His coun- 
sel, however, was permitted to have an interview with her. 
In this interview Jeanne denied all knowledge as to what 
had become of the neoklace, and broadly intimated that it 
should have been given to her. And when the counsel 
cried out, astounded by this audacity, she asked him if the 
e had rendered to the queen and the cardinal was 
not worth a million. 

The advocate repeated this to the cardinal, who turned 
pale and bowed his head ; he saw that he had fallen into 
a trap. But while he waa thinking that he must stifle the 
affair before it should bring ruin to the queen, it was repre- 
sented to him that bis honor was at stake ; accused as he 
was of theft he must push the matter to a verdict, that his 
innocence might be established. But to prove his inno- 
cence it would be necessary to prove his relations with the 
queen, — that is to say, her criminality. 

When this consideration was presented to Jeanne she 
replied that she was not disposed to accuse either the 
queen or the cardinal, but if they persisted in making her 
responsible for the necklace she might be obliged to show 
that the queen and the cardinal had a secret reason for 
charging her with falsehood. 

When these words were reported to the cardinal he ex> 
pressed his scorn for her who could thus speak of sacri- 
ficing him. He added that up to a certain point he could 
understand Jeanne's conduct, but the queen's be could not 
understand at all. 

The queen, in her turn, was informed of what the cardi- 
nal had said, and became very angry. She directed a pri- 
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vate examination to be made as to the mysterious phas 
of the affair. The great grievance of the nocturnal inter- 
views tben came out, and was enlarged upon by scandal- 
mongers. Then the queen found herself in danger. Jeanne, 
when in presence of those who represented the queen, 
declared that she understood nothing of what was said to 
her; but with those who represented the cardinal, she was 
less discreet, and frequently reiterated, "If they do not 
leave me in peace I will speak out." 

This delicate reserve, this modesty, so complicated the 
situation that no examining judge dared to prosecute the 
inquiry. 

Had the cardinal been less firm, — more ready to speak 1 
Had he to some friend avowed his love-secret J We ought 
not so to think, for the prince was a noble-hearted and 
devoted roan. But whether he had spoken or not, a ru- 
mor that he had been at Apollo's Baths with the queen, at 
midnight, was spread around. The question was not now, 
" Did the queen steal the diamonds V — a question suffi- 
ciently dishonoring, — but, " Has the queen permitted the 
necklace to be stolen by some one who had penetrated the 
secret of her adulterous love 1 " 

Thus Madame de La Motte had succeeded in averting 
the difficulty. Thus the queen found herself forced into 
a path which could lead only to dishonor. She was not 
cast down ; Bhe resolved to fight. The king supported her 
resolution ; the ministry also sustained her with all their 
resources. 

From this time all the enginery of the prosecution was 
directed against Jeanne, and a diligent search was made for 
the necklace. The queen, by accepting the issue as pre- 
sented, threw back upon Jeanne the crushing charge of 
robbery. 

Jeanne perceived that she had taken a false course, and 
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that the queen, in submitting to the accusation of infidelity 
and withstanding public opinion, engaged the cardinal 
to imitate her. She was sure that these two loyal Bonis 
would at last come to an understanding, and would fathom 
the mystery. Even if they should fall, they would in 
their fall crush beneath them the little Valois, princess of 
a stolen million, who had no money at hand to bribe the 
judges. 

While affairs were in this 9tote an incident occurred 
which changed their complexion. 

Monsieur de Beausire and Mademoiselle Oliva were liv- 
ing prosperously and happily in the country, when one 
day Beausire, who had left Oliva at home while he went 
hunting, fell into company with two of the detectives 
whom Monsieur de Crosne had scattered over all France iu 
search for the key to this intrigue. 

The two lovers knew nothing of what was happening 
at Paris ; they were thinking only of themselves. Beau- 
sire on that day had started out to chase the hare. He 
started a covey of partridges, which drew him out of his 
course. And thus in looking for that of which he was 
not in search, he found what he did not wish to find. 
The detectives too were searching for Oliva, and found 
Beausire. Such are the usual caprices of the chase. 

One of these detectives was a person of intelligence. 
"When he was sure of his man, instead of making the 
arrest then and there, he said to his companion, "Beau- 
sire hunts ; he is therefore free and prosperous. He per- 
haps has five or six lonis in his pocket, and two or three 
hundred at home. Let us therefore arrest him at 
and make him pay a ransom." 

Thereupon they followed Beausire wherever he went, 
and joined in his sport with ostentatious eagerness. 

Beausire, observing them, was at first astonished, then 
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angry. But being still reluctant to make new acquain- 
tances, he sent his gamekeeper to question them, 
strangers replied that they were shooting with their frieni 
the gentleman yonder, pointing to Reausire. The gam 
keeper therefore conducted them to him. 

"Monsieur de Linville," said the gamekeeper, "thei 
gentlemen say that they are shooting with you." 

" With me ! " cried Beausire, angrily. " Ah, indeed I " 

"So, then," said one of the detectives, in a low tone, 
" you are Monsieur de LiDville, my dear Beausire ) " 

Beausire was startled ; he had so carefully concealed his 
name. He looked at the men with a frightened air, and 
dismissed the gamekeeper. 

" You know them, then i " said the latter. 

"Yes; we have recognized one another," replied one of 
the detectives. 

Beausire was then left alone with the strangers, very 
uncertain how he could speak to them without compro- 
mising himself. 

"Ask us to breakfast, Beausire," said the more adroit 
detective, " at your house." 

" At my house ! hut — " cried Beausire. 

" You will not be so impolite to ua, Beausire ! " 

Beausire lost his self-possession, and led them, or rather 
was led by them, to his house. The detectives, as soon 
as they saw the house, began to praise its beauty, ita situ- 
ation, and the fine view it commanded. " How well," said 
one of them, " a man might hide himself here ! " 

Beausire shuddered at thin pleasantry, and led the way 
into his court-yard, welcomed by the harking of hie dogs. 
The detectives followed him, with every observance of 
ceremony. 
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Beausihe had bis reasons for entering by the court-yard 
gate ; he wished to make noise enough to put Oliva on 
her guard. Beausire, although knowing nothing of tha 
affair of the necklace, knew enough about the Opera-ball 
and Meamer's vat to dread Oliva's being seen by strangers. 
He acted wisely ; for the young woman, hearing the dogs 
bark, looked down into the court, and saw that Beausire 
was accompanied by two men ; therefore she did not go 
down to meet him us usual. Unfortunately, it being 
necessary to order breakfast, an awkward servant asked 
two or three times if he should get directions from Ma- 
dame. This word attracted the attention of the two 
bloodhounds. They rallied Beausire very pleasantly upon 
this concealed lady. Beausire allowed theiu to jest, but 
did not allow them to see Oliva. 

A substantial repast was served, to which the two 
agents of Monsieur de Crosne did honor. They drank a 
great deal, and frequently to the health of the absent lady. 
The police agents thinking it inhuman to prolong the 
suspense of their host, adroitly led the conversation to 
the subject of the pleasure of meeting old acquaintances, 
Beausire asked in what place and under what circum- 
stances he could have met them before. 

" We were," said one of them, " the friends of one of 
your associates in a little affair you entered into in com- 
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pany with several others, — the affair of the embassy of 
Portugal." 

Beausire turned pale. "Ah, certainly," he said, trem- 
bling with embarrassment, "and you come in behalf of 
yoar friend 1 " 

"That is a good idea," one of the men said to the 
other ; " to demand restitution in the name of an absent 
friend is a moral action." 

" My dear Monsieur Beausire, it would be agreeable to 
us if you would return to one of us that friend's share, — 
about ten thousand francs, I believe." 

" At the very least ; for we will say nothing of interest," 
said the positive companion. 

"Gentlemen,™ replied Beausire, "a man does not keep 
ten thousand francs in hia house in the country." 

'* We understand that, dear Monsieur ; and we do not 
ask the impossible. How much could you give us at 
once t " 

" I have fifty or sixty ltmis, — no more." 

" We will take those to begin with, and thank you for 
your eourtesy." 

"Ah," thought Beausire, charmed at their e*sy way of 
arranging matters, " they are easily satisfied ! Are they, 
percbaooe, as much afraid of rue as I am of them 1 Let 
;ry ; * and he began to reflect that these gentlemen, 
e they to cry out very loudly, would only the more 
clearly acknowledge themselves his accomplices, which 
with the provincial authorities would be a bad recom- 
mendation. Beausire concluded tbat these men would 
declare themselves perfectly satisfied, and would preserve 
an absolute silence. He even went so far as to repent 
not having offered them thirty louis instead of sixty 
meant to get rid of them, however, as soon as he had 
ii that amount. 
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But he reckoned without hia guests; tbey were too 
comfortable under his roof, and were enjoying that blissful 
content arising from a good digestion. 

" Eeauaire is a charming friend," said the positive to 
his friend. " The sixty louia he has given us are pleasant 
to take." 

"I will give them to you immediately," cried the host, 
alarmed to see his guests breaking out into somewhat 
bacchanalian familiarity. 

" There is no hurry," said the two friends. 

"Tea, yes ; I shall not have a free conscience until I 
have paid you. One either has delicate feelings, or he 
has not," aud he was about to leave them to get the 
money. 

A good sheriff's officer, having once caught his victim, 
never lets him escape from his grasp or hiB sight. There- 
fore both the men, with admirable accord, began to cry 
out, " Monsieur Beausire ! my dear Beausire ! " and they 
seized him by the skirt of his green shooting -jacket. 

" What is the matter ? " asked Beausire. 

" Do not leave us, for mercy's sake ! " they said, forcing 
him to sit down again. 

" But how can I give you the money if you do not let 
me go upstairs for it 1 " 

" We will go with you," replied the positive, with 
alarming tenderness. 

"But it is — my wife's chamber," replied Beausire. 

" Oh, indeed ! " cried the first of the agents, " why do 
you conceal your wife from usl" 

" Yes," said the second. " Are we not presentable J " 

" If you knew what we are doing for you, you would 
be more polite," continued the first. 

" And you would give us all that we ask," added the 
second, boldly. 
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" It seems to me tliat you are taking a very high tone, 
gentlemen," said Beausire. 

" We want to see the wife," replied the positive. 

"And I declare to you that I will put you both out of 
doors," cried Beausire, who thought that he was stronger 
than they, intoxicated as they were. 

They replied by a burst of laughter which should have 
made him prudent. He paid no attention to it, and obsti- 
nately continued, " Now you shall not have even the 
money I promised you, and you shall get out of the way 
at once." 

They laughed more obstreperously than before. 

Beausire, trembling with rage, said, " I understand 
you. You will make a noise, and you will speak out ; but 
if you apeak of these tilings you will be ruined as well 
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mtinued to laugh ; the joke seemed a pleasant 
one. It was their only answer. 

Beausire thought he could terrify them with a vigorous 
measure, and ruBbed toward the staircase, not like a man 
who is going in search of louis, but like a furious man 
who goes in quest of a weapon. The officers tobb from the 
table, and ran after Beausire, and caught hold of him with 
their strong hands. The latter cried out ; a door opened 
and a woman appeared, agitated, terrified, upon the 
threshold. When they saw her the two men let Beausire 
go, and uttered a cry, — a cry of joy, of triumph, of wild 
delight. They recognized the woman who resembled so 
strongly the queen of France. 

Beausire, who thought that the men were disarmed by 
the appearance of a woman, was soon and cruelly unde- 
ceived. The positive approached Mademoiselle Oliva, and 
in a tone not very polite, " All, ah," he said, " I arrest 
you!" 
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"Arrest her!" cried Beau sire ; "and why]" 

" Because Monsieur Je Crusne has ordered us to do 80," 
replied the other agent, " and because we are in the ser- 
vice of Monsieur de Crosne." 

" You see what conies of not behaving prettily," said 
the positive to Beausire. 

This agent was not logical, and his companion remarked 
to him, " You are wrong, for if Beansire had behaved 
more prettily, he would have introduced us to Madame, 
and so in any case we should have taken her." 

Beausire had pressed both hands to his burning fore- 
head. An idea presented itself to him ; it at once re- 
vived him. "Did you come to arrest mel" he said to 
the agents. 

" No, that was mere chance," they said innocently. 

" No matter, you might have arrested me, and for sixty 
louis you would have set me at liberty." 

" Oh, no ; our intention was to demand sixty more.'* 

" And we have really received only a promise ; now for 
one hundred and twenty louis we will give you your 
liberty." 

" But — Madame 1 " said Beausire, trembling. 

"Oh, Madame, — that is different," replied the positive. 

" Madame is worth two hundred louis, you mean 1" 

The detectives again broke out with that terrible laugh, 
which now, alaal Beausire understood. 

" Throe hundred," he Baid, " four hundred — a thousand 
louis if you will leave her at liberty." Beausire said this 
with flashing eyes. " You do not answer," he continued. 
" You know that I have money, and you mean to make 
me pay. Very well ; I will give you two thousand louis, 
— forty-eight thousand francs, — a fortune for both of you, 
if you will leave her at liberty." 

" You love her very much then," said the positive. 
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It was Beauaire's turn to laugh ; and bis ironical laugh- 
ter was bo frightful, it declared so vividly hia luve and 
desperation, that the two detectives judged it prudent to 
take some precautions. They drew each a pair of pistole. 

" Not for a hundred thouaand crowua," said one of 
them, " would we give up this woman. The Cardinal de 
Rohan will pay us five hundred thousand francs for her, 
and the queen a million." 

Beausire raised hia eyes with an expression which would 
have softened the heart of any other savage beast than an 
agent of police. 

"Come, let us he going," said the positive. "You 
must have here a carriage of some sort ; have it made ready 
for Madame, — you owe her as much as that." 

" And as we are good follows," said the other, " we will 
take no advantage of you. We will arrest you for form's 
sake, but on the road will allow you to escape. Is n't 
that generous, eh ? " 

" Wherever ahe goes," replied Beausire, " I will go. I 
will never leave her while this life lasts." 

"Oh, nor in the other ! " added diva, frigid with terror. 

"Well, so much the better," said the positive ; "the 
more prisoners we bring to Monsieur de Crosne, the more 
he laughs." 

A quarter of an hour later, Beausire'a carriage set forth 
from his bouse, with the two captive lovera and their 
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The effect produced by this capture on Monsieur de Crosne 
may be imagined. He repaired to Versailles in a carriage, 
which was followed by another carefully closed. He 
ordered the two carriages to be driven to Trianon, and 
there he alighted, leaving the closed carriage in charge of 
his clerk. He had previously sent to the queen a request 
that she would meet him there. 

When Monsieur de Crosne was admitted to the pres- 
ence of the queen, she at once inferred from his radiant 
manner that he was the bearer of good news. 

" Madame," said the magistrate, after he had kissed her 
hand, " is there here a room from which you can see all 
that happens in an adjoining room without being seen 
yourself J" 

" There is njy library," replied the queen, " into which 
I can look from the breakfast-room, through openings 
specially designed for that purpose." 

" Very good, Madame. Be pleased, then, to go with 
me into the break fast-room, and give orders that my clerk 
may be admitted to the library, with what he brings." 

Ten minutes later, the queen with much agitation was 
looking into the library through the secret openings. 
She saw a veiled form enter the library. The clerk 
removed the veil, and the queen uttered a cry of fright. 
It was Oliva, dressed in one of the favorite costumes 
Marie Antoinette. It was Marie Antoinette herself, 
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the blood cf the Caesars. The queen thought she v 
looking at herself in a mirror ; she gazed eagerly at the 
apparition. 

" What says your Majesty to this resemblance t " said 
Monsieur de Crosne, triumphant at the effect be had 
produced. 

" I say — I say — Monsieur — " stammered the queen, 
bewildered. " Ab, Olivier," she thought, " why are you 
not here 1 " 

"What does your Majesty desire 1" 

" Nothing, Monsieur, nothing except that the king 
should be informed — " 

" And that Monsieur da Provenee should see this 
woman, — is not that your wish, Madame)" 

" Oh, thanks, Monsieur de Crosne, thanks ! But what 
will be done with this woman J " 

" Is it really to this woman that everything which has 
been done is to be attributed 1 " asked Monsieur de Crosne, 

" You have, doubtless, obtained a clew to the conspiracy 1" 

" Very nearly so, Madame." 

" And Monsieur de Rohan 1 " 

" Monsieur de Rohan knows nothing of this at p 

" Oh," said the queen, hiding her face in her hands, 
" that woman yonder, Monsieur, is — I see it now — the 
whole cause of the cardinal's error ! " 

" That may be, Madame ; but if there wb 
cardinal's part, there was crime on the part of some other 
person I " 

" Make a thorough investigation, Monsieur ; you have 
in your bands the honor of the house of France." 

" And be assnred, Madame, that it is in good hands," 
replied Monsieur de Crosne. 

" And the prosecution ? " 

" Is going on. Everything is denied ; but I shall at 
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the proper time briny forward that piece of convincing 
testimony which you have in your library." 

"And Madame de La Mottet" 

" She does not know that I have found this girL She 
accuses Monsieur de Cagliostro of having deceived the 
cardinal almost to the point of destroying hia reason.™ 

" And Monsieur de Cagliostro 1 " 

" Monsieur de Cagliostro, who has heen questioned, has 
promised to come to see me this morning." 

" He is a dangerous man." 

" He will be a useful man. Stung by a viper like 
Madame de La Motte, he will absorb the venom, and 
furnish us with a counter- poison." 

" You hope for revelations from him 1 " 

"lam sure to have them." 

" Why do you think bo, Monsieur 1 Oh, tell me all that 



" These are my reasons, Madame : Madame de La Motte 
lived in the Euo Saint Claude — ™ 

" I know that t" said the queen, blushing. 

"Yes; your Majesty did that woman the honor of being 
charitable to her." 

" Has she not repaid me well 1 Well, she lived in the 
Rue Saint Claude." 

" And Monsieur de Cagliostro lived exactly opposite." 

" And you suppose — " 

" That the secret of either one of these two neighbors 
would be known to the other. But pardon, Madame, it 
is nearly time for me to meet Monsieur de Cagliostro in 
Paris ; and I would not for the world delay receiving his 
explanations." 

" Go, Monsieur, go j and let rae again assure you of my 
gratitude." 

" This," she cried, weeping bitterly, when Monsieur da 
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Crosne had left the room, " ia the beginning of my justi- 
fication. I shall read my triumph on every facts, but 
that of the only friend to whom I wish, to prove my 
innocence, that one I shall not see l " 

In the mean time Monsieur de Crosne was hastening to 
Paris, to his own house where Monsieur de Cagliostro was 
waiting for him. The latter knew all that had happened. 
On the day before, he was on his way to Beausire's house 
to urge him to leave France, when on the road he saw 
him sitting in the carriage between the two officers. 
Oliva was hidden on the back seat. 

Beausire saw the count, recognized him, and imme- 
diately the idea occurred to him that this mysterious 
and powerful nobleman might be of use to him. He 
reminded the agents of the proposal they had made to 
allow him to escape ; they accepted the one hundred 
louis which he offered them, and let him go notwith- 
standing Oliva's tears. Beausire whispered in the ear 
of his mistress, " Hope ; I am going to do something 
to save you_" And he ran off in the direction that 
Cagliostro had taken. The latter had no need to seek 
further for Beausire, since Beausire was returning to 
Paris. It would he expedient, however, to wait for 
Beausire, if by chance the latter should send after him. 
Cagliostro therefore waited at a turn in the road for 
about half an hour, when he saw the unhappy lover of 
Oliva approaching, pale and out of breath. Beausire, on 
seeing that the count's carriage had stopped, uttered a cry 
of joy. 

" What is the matter, my boy 1 " said the count, 
helping him to a seat beside him. 

Beausire related his lamentable story, to which Cagliostro 
listened in silence. 

" She is lost 1 " said the count 
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" How can that be T " cried Beausire. 

Cagliostro then related to him what he did not know 
before, — the intrigue of the Rue Saint Claude and that of 
Versailles. 

Beausire almost fainted. "Save her! save her!" he 
said, falling upon his knees in the carriage, " and I will 
give her to you if you love her still." 

"My friend," replied Cagliostro, "you aTe in error; I 
never loved Mademoiselle Oliva; my only object was to 
take her from that life of debauchery which you made her 
share." 

"But—" said Beaiisire, surprised. 

"That astonishes you) Know then that I am one of 
the directors of a moral reform society, whose aim is to 
match from vice all who offer any chance of cure. I took 
Oliva away from you to cure her. Ask her if she has ever 
heard from my lips a word of gallantry ; ask her if my ser- 
vices in her behalf have not always been disinterested 1" 

"All the more reason, Monsieur; save her! save her!" 

" I will try ; but this will depend on you, Beausire." 

" Ask of me my life." 

"I will not ask so much as that. Return to Paris 
with me, and if you will follow my instructions to the 
letter, perhaps we can save your mistress ; this on one 
condition only." 

"What is that, Monsieur)" 

" I will tell you on our way back to Paris." 

" Oh, I consent to it in advance ; oh, to see her again 1 
to see her again 1 " 

" That is just what I intend ; in less than two hours 
you shall see her again." 

" And I shall embrace her 1 " 

" I think so ; and you will also tell her what 1 am about 
to say to you." 
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Cagliostro went back to Paris with Beausire. In two 
hours, — it was evening, — - he had overtaken the chaise ; 
and in another hour Beausire was purchasing of the two 
police agents, for fifty louis, the privilege of embracing 
Nicole, and of whispering to her the instructions of the 
count. The officers were charmed with this passionate 
love. They calculated on receiving fifty louis at least at 
every second relay. But Beausire did not appear again ; 
the chaise of Cagliostro was rapidly bearing him to Paris, 
where so many important events were about to happen. 
So much it was necessary to inform the reader before ex- 
hibiting Monsieur Cagliostro talking business with Mon- 
sieur de Crosne. Now we may introduce him to the 
cabinet of the lieutenant of police. 




HE V EL AT ION 3. 



Monsieur DE Crosne knew as much about Cagliostro 03 a 
skilful lieutenant of police can know of a man living in 
Franco ; he looked upon him as a mountebank of noble 

This Monsieur do Crosne was a man of strong mind, ac- 
quainted with all the resources of his office, well received 
at court, indifferent to favor, never compounding with hia 
pride, — a man not easily influenced, Cagliostro could 
not have offered to him, as to Monsieur do Rohan, louis 
still hot from his furnace ; Cagliostro could not have pre- 
sented to him, as Balsamo had done to Monsieur do Sar- 
tines, the muzzle of a pistol. From him lialsarno had not 
a Lorenza to demand, but to him Cagliostro must give an 
account of himself. This was the reason why, instead of 
waiting to be summoned, be had demanded an audience 
of the magistrate. Monsiour do Crosne felt the advantage 
of his position, and was prepared to use it. Cagliostro felt 
the awkwardness of his own, and was trying to get out 
of it. 

Monsieur de Croane expected from Cagliostro revelations 
with regard to the necklace and the practices of Madame 
de La Motte. In that ho was at a disadvantage. He 
had, however, the right to question and imprison; in this 
lay his superiority. He received the count like a man 
who feels his importance, hut who does not wish to be 
wanting in politeness, not even to a charlatan. 
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" Monsieur," said the lieutenant of police, " you have 
asked an audience of me; I have come from Versailles 
eipressly to grant it." 

" Monsieur, I thought you might have some interest in 
questioning me about matters that are taking place ; and 
as a man who knows your merit and the importance of 
your functions, I have come to you." 

" Question you J " said the magistrate, affecting sur- 
prise ; " but about what, Monsieur ; and in what 
capacity 1 " 

"Monsieur," replied Cagliostro, frankly, " your attention 
has been much occupied with Madame de La Motte and 
the disappearance of the necklace." 

" Can it be that you have found it 1 " asked Monsieur 
de Crosne, in an almost bantering tone. 

" No," said the count, gravely. " But if I have not 
found the necklace, 1 at least know that Madame de La 
Motte lived in the Rue Saint Claude." 

" In the house opposite yours, Monsieur ; I know it 
also," said the magistrate. 

" Then, Monsieur, you know what Madame de La 
Motte has been doing — Let us say no more about 
it" 

" On the contrary," said Monsieur de Crosne, with an 
indifferent air, " let us talk about it." 

" Oh, there was nothing of importance in that, except in 
regard to little Oliva," said Cagliostro ; " but Bince you 
know all about Madame de La Motte, I have nothing new 
to tell you." 

At the name of Oliva, Monsieur de Crosne started. 
" What did you say of Oliva ?" he asked. " Who is this 
Oliva 1 " 

"You do not know) Ah, Monsieur, that is a curious 
thing, about which I am surprised that 1 have 
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) to yourself a very pretty girl, blue eyes, 
and face of the most perfect oval, — you eee, a sort 
of beauty which reminds one of her Majesty the 

" Ah, ah 1 " said Monsieur de CroBne. " Well t " 

"Well, this girl was living a bad life which it gave me 
pain to see ; she was formerly in the service of an old 
fiiend of mine, Monsieur de Taverney — " 

"The baron who died the other day." 

" Precisely, yes ; the one who is dead. She had, besides, 
been in the service of a man of science, whom you do 
not know, Monsieur le Lieutenant of Police, and who— • 
But I am repeating, and I see that I am wearying you." 

" Monsieur, please go on, I beg. This Oliva, you were 
saying—" 

" Was leading a bad life, as I have had the honor of 
telling you, with her lover, one of your most ordinary ras- 
cals, whom probably you do not know — " 

" A certain Beausire, perhaps ? " said the magistrate, 
happy to appear well- Informed. 

" Ah, you know him ; that is surprising," said Caglioa- 
tro, with admiration. " Well, one day when this Beausire 
had beaten ber, and robbed her of more than was usual, 
she came to me for protection, and I good-naturedly 
allowed her to occupy some corner in one of my 
hotels — " 

" She was living in your house 1 " cried the magistrate, 
surprised. " Oh, that was the reason my agents could not 
find her." 

" What I was this little girl sought for 1 Has she com- 
mitted some crime of which I am ignorant 1 " 

" No, Monsieur, no ; go on, I entreat you." 

" Oh, I have finished. I lodged her at my house, — 
that is all." 
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" No, no, no I Monsieur le Comte, that is not all, since 
you seemed just now to associate Oliva's name with that of 
Madame de La Motte." 

"Ah, on account of their being neighbors," said 
Cagliostro. 

" You interest me very much, Monsieur, — more than 
you can imagine ; for this Oliva whom you claim to have 
lodged in your house, I found in the country." 

" You found her ? " 

*' With Monsieur de Beausire — " 

"Well, now, I suspected thai," med Cagliostro. "She 
was with Beausire 1 Ah, very well, very well ! Amends 
must be made to Madame de La Motte." 

" What ! — what do you mean 1 " replied Monsieur de 
Crosne, 

" I aay, Monsieur, that having for a moment suspected 
Madame de La Motte, I will make her full and complete 
reparation." 

"Suspected her ! — of what!" 

*' Good God ! can you listen patiently to all this gossip 1 
Well, then, I will tell you that just when I believed this 
Oliva to be reclaimed, some one carried her away from 
me." 

"Carried her away? — from your housed" 

" From my house." 

" That is strange ! " 

" And I could have sworn that it was Madame de La 
Motte." 

Monsieur de Crosne drew near to Caglioatro, and said, 
" Come, tell roe this exactly, if you please I " 

"Oh, Monsieur, now that you have found Oliva with 
Beausire, nothing can iuduco me to think of Madame de 
La Motte, her attentions, or her correspondence." 

" Were Mndame de la Matte and Oliva acquainted 1 " 
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" Intimately ; and Madame de La Motto fuuuil a way to 
take Oliva out with her every night" 

" Every night 1 Are you sure of that 1 " 

" Aa sure as a man can be of anything he haa seen or 
heard." 

" Oh, Monsieur, you are telling ma things for which I 
would pay at the rate of a thousand francs a word ! Are 
you the friend of Monsieur do Rohan t " 

" I believe bo." 

"Then you must know how much that element of in- 
trigue, called Madame de La Motte, enters into hJ3 scan- 
dalous affair. Or perhaps you know the consequences ol 
those promenades of Oliva and Madame de La Motte ) " 

"Monsieur, there are things of which the prudent 
man should always be ignorant," replied Cagliostro, 
sentontiously. 

" Have you proofs that Madame de La Motte had cor- 
responded with Olival" 

" A hundred." 

" What are they i " 

" Notes from Madame de La Motte which she shot into 
Oliva's room with a cruss-how. Some of these notes, rolled 
round pieces of lead, fell into the street; my servants and 
myself picked up several." 

" Monsieur, would you deliver them up to the officers 
of the law t " 

" Oh, Monsieur, they are of so innocent a nature that I 
should have no scruples in doing so." 

" And the proofs of their connivance, of their 
meetings J " 

" A thousand." 

" I ask for only one." 

" The strongest. It appears that Madame de La Motto 
had obtained the means of entering my bouse to .sec Oliva ; 
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for I saw her there myself the very day when the young 
woman disappeared." 

"Ah! and why did she go, since Oliva had dis- 
appeared 1 " 

" I could not understand that at first myself. I had 
aeen Madame de La Motto alight from a post-chaise which 
was waiting in the Rue du Roi-Dore. My servants had 
seen the carriage standing there for a long time, and 1 
supposed that Madame de La Motte wished to attach Oliva 
to herself." 

" And you allowed her to do it 1 " 

" "Why not 1 Madame de La Motte is a charitable lady ; 
she is received at court." 

" Mademoiselle Oliva was living in your house t " said 
Monsieur de Crosne, meditating profoundly ; " and Made- 
moiselle Oliva and Madame de La Motte were acquainted, 
visited each other, went out together 1 " 

" Yes, Monsieur." 

" Ah, Madame de La Motte was seen in your house the 
day that Oliva was carried offl " 

" Yes, Monsieur." 

"And you thought that the countess wished to attach 
this girl to herself 1 " 

" What else could I think 1 " 

" What did Madame de La Motte say when she did not 
find Oliva at your house 1 " 

" She seemed to be confused." 

" Do you think Beausire carried her offl " 

" I think so only because you told me that he did carry 
her off; otherwise, I should suspect nothing. Who could 
have told the man where Oliva wast" 

" Oliva herself." 

"I do not think so, for she might have gone to him 
without sending for him to take her away ; and he could 
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not have got into the house if Madame de La Motte had 
not sent him a key." 

"She had a key?" 

"That cannot be doubted." 

" On what day was she carried off? " said Monsieur de 
Crosne. 

" Oh, Monsieur, in regard to that I cannot be mistaken ; 
it was the night before Saint Louis' Day." 

" That is it ! " cried the lieutenant of police, — " that 
is it ! Monsieur, you have just rendered a signal service 
to the State. Can I rely on your delivering up these 
proofs of which you speak?" 

" I am ready, Monsieur, to submit to the demands of 
justice in all things." 

" Well, Monsieur, I shall remind you of your promise. 
I hope to have the honor of seeing you again," and 
he dismissed Cagliostro, who said to himself as he was 
retiring, — 

"Ah, Countess, viper! you wished to accuse me! I 
think that you have bitten on a file ; look out for your 
teetfc \ " 
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CHAPTEE LI. 

EXAMINATIONS. 

While Monsieur de Crosne was holding his interview 
with Cagliostro, Monsieur de Breteuil presented himself 
at the Bastille to interrogate Monsieur de Rohan, on he- 
half of the king. Monsieur de Rohan refused to reply ; 
and when the baron insisted, he said that the matter now 
was in the hands of the parliament and the judges, and he 
would leave it there. 

Monsieur de Breteuil, withdrawing from this attempt 
without having obtained any satisfaction, sought and ob- 
tained an interview with Madame de La Motte. He 
explained to her, briefly, the dangers of her situation. 
She replied that she had proofs of her innocence which 
she would furnish on the proper occasion ; that she would 
answer nothing except in presence of the cardinal, and 
after she should be informed what charges he allowed to 
weigh against her. 

Monsieur de Breteuil then told her that the cardinal 
held her responsible for everything. 

i( Everything ? " said Jeanne, — " even the theft 1 " 

" Even the theft." 

"Please say to Monsieur le Cardinal/ 9 said Jeanne, 
coolly, " that I advise him not to persist in so bad a 
method of defence." 

Monsieur de Breteuil was not satisfied. He promised 
everything to Madame de La Motte if she would clearly 
accuse some one. " Take care ! " he said ; " in saying 
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nothing, you accuse the queen. If you persist in that you 
will be found guilty of treason. That means disgrace, — 
perhaps the halter." 

"I do not accuse the queen," Jeanne replied; "but 
why do they accuse me 1 " 

"Accuse some one I " insisted Breteuil ; "it is your 
only way to save yourself." 

But Jeanne kept silent; and that first interview be- 
tween her and the keeper of the seals was without 
result. 

Meantime the rumor got abroad that proofs had come 
to ligbt ; that the diamonds had been sold in England ; 
and that Monsieur de YiUette bad been arrested there. 

The first assault which Jeanne had to sustain was of an 
alarming character. Confronted witb Reteau, whom she 
believed to be her ally unto death, she with terror beard 
him humbly acknowledge that he was a forger ; that he 
had forged both the jeweller's receipt and the queen's letter. 
Being asked with what motives he had committed these 
crimes, he replied that he had been instigated to them by 
Madame de La Motte. 

Jeanne furiously denied Reteau's testimony. She de- 
clared that she had never seen him. Then she received 
two severe shocks ; she was crushed by the evidence of 
two witnesses. One of these was the driver of the car- 
riage in which she had made her nocturnal expedition on 
the night and at the hour stated by Reteau; and the 
other was one of CagUo3tro's servants, who affirmed that 
on a certain evening he had seen Monsieur Reteau de 
Villette seated in a post-chaise, from which Madame de 
La Motte had just alighted. 

Thereupon Jeanne violently attacked Cagliostro, who, 
ahe declared, had worked upon the Cardinal de Rohan's 
mind with his Incantations and sorceries, and had thus 
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inspired him with culpable idea* against the royal 
Majeity. 

That was the first link in the accusation of adultery. 

Monsieur de Kohan defended himself and Cagliostro at 
the same time. He was so obstinate in his denial that 
Jeanne, in desperation, at length openly charged the 
dinal with a mad passion for the queen. 

Cagliostro demanded that be too should be imprisoned, 
that he might prove his innocence to all the world. His 
request was granted. 

Accusers and judges became more interested,— as 
always happens on the first appearance of truth, — and 
public opinion immediately ranged itself with the cardinal 
and Cagliostro against the queen. 

The unfortunate princess, to make clear her determina- 
tion to prosecute the suit, secured the publication of the 
reports made to the king in regard to her nocturnal walks, 
ond summoned Monsieur de Crosne to tell all he knew. 

This blow, skilfully calculated, fell upon Jeanne with 
crushing force. She denied that there had been any noc- 
turnal walks by her connivance, or to her knowledge. 
She declared false the certified reports that she had been 
seen in the park in company with the queen or with the 

At this stage in the proceedings, when Jeanne was 
loudly protesting that she had never been in the Ver- 
sailles park at night, and that she had never been cogni- 
zant of any private relation between the queen and the 
cardinal, — at that moment Oliva appeared, a living wit- 
ness who changed public opinion and destroyed the edi- 
fice of lies erected by the countess. 

Oliva's appearance was a terrible blow to the cardinal. 
He perceived at last that he had been tricked in the most 
infamous manner. That man, full of delicacy and noble 
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passion, had been betrayed by an adventuress and a 
woman of the town into an attack on the queen, — a 
woman whom he loved, and who was altogether innocent t 
When he saw Oliva, that queen of the cross-roads, and 
recalled the rose, the clasped hands, the Baths of Apollo, 
he turned pale, and would have poured out his blood at 
the feet of Marie Antoinette had be seen her at that 
moment. 

But the cardinal could not admit Olive's identity with- 
out acknowledging that he was in love with the actual 
queen. The avowal of his error would be an accusation, 
a stain. He therefore remained silent, and allowed Jeanne 
to deny everything. 

Efforts being renewed to induce Jeanne to give some 
explanation, she coolly replied, " The best way of prov- 
ing that the queen did not walk by night in the park 
is to exhibit a woman who resembles the queen, and who 
pretends that she was in the park. You exhibit her ; it 
is very fine." 

This infamous insinuation met with success, and once 
more hid the truth. But when Oliva, with innocent anx- 
iety, gave all the details and all the proofs, omitting 
nothing, she obtained a more ready belief than had the 
countess. 

Jeanne then resorted to a desperate expedient, — she 
confessed that she had conducted the cardinal to Ver- 
sailles ; she declared that he had insisted on seeing the queen 
that he might give her assurance of his respectful devotion. 
She declared further that those walks in the park v 
taken with the knowledge of the queen, who, concealed in 
the shrubbery, listened with stiBed laughter to the passion- 
ate words of the amorous Monsieur de Rohan. 

The queen was helpless against tiiis last ai-eusation, for 
she could not prove it to be false ; because Jeanne, 



392 THE QUEEN'S NECKLACE. 

driven to extremities, declared that she would publish ail 
the love-letters written to the queen by the cardinal, and 
because in fact she had those letters, burning with mad 
passion. And Mademoiselle Oliva could not prove that 
any one was, or was not, listening behind the shrub- 
bery. In short there were too many persons interested 
in taking these lies for positive truths. The queen was 
helple 
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THE LAST HOPE LOST. 

After examinations without number, in which the cardi- 
nal had maintained his calm and courteous demennor 
even toward Jeanne, and Jeanne had conducted herself 
boisterously, the opinion of the public, and of the judges 
especially, became at last fixed. 

No new incidents could bo adduced ; revelations were 
exhausted. Jeanne perceived that she had produced no 
favorable effect on the minds of her judges. She there- 
fore, in the retirement of her prison-cell, once more ex- 
amined her resources. 

By all those who were in the train of Monsieur de 
Breteuil, Jeanne was urged to spare tbe queen, but to 
accuse the cardinal without mercy. From those who were 
connected with the cardinal — a powerful family, judges 
favoring the cause of the people, the clergy fruitful in 
resources — came the advice to tell all the truth, to un- 
mask the intrigues of the court, and to stimulate the 
commotion to such a point that all crowned heads should 
take :i]iLLTn. 

This party seemed sure of victory. The popular en- 
thusiasm was in favor of the cardinal Men admired 
his patience, and women his discretion. Men were 
angry that he should havn been bo basely deceived ; 
women were slow to believe that he had been deceived. 
To very many Oliva had no real existence, or if she 
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existed ahe had been invented by the queen for 




Jeanne thought it all over. Her lawyers abandoned 
her ; the judges made no secret of their aversion ; the 
Rohan party vigorously assailed her ; in public opinion 
she was scorned. She resolved on a last blow, which 
should make the judges anxious, frighten the cardinal's 
friends, and arouse anew the popular feeling against the 
queen. Her plan was to make it appear that she had 
been anxious throughout to shield the queen, but that she 
must reveal everything if driven too hard ; that as to the 
cardinal, she had only imitated his reserve, but that if he 
should speak out, ahe would follow his example, and they 
would prove their innocence. 

In pursuance of this plan Jeanne wrote the following 
letter to the queen : — 

Madame, — Notwithslanding all that is painful in my posi- 
tion, I have not complained. All the expedients employed to 
extort a confession from me have only strengthened my resolu- 
tion not to compromise my sovereign. 

Nevertheless, though persuaded that my constancy and my 
discretion entitle me to relief from my present embarrassment, 
I coufesB that the efforts made by the cardinal's family make 
rue fear that I shall become their victim. 

A long imprisonment, endless examinations, disgrace, and 
despair at finding myself accused of a erime of which I am 
innocent have enfeebled my courage, and I fear that my 
constancy will yield to so many blows dealt at the same 

By a single word Madame can put an end to this miserable 
affair, through the mediation of Monsieur de Breteuil, who can 
give to it, in the eyes of the minister (the king), the appear- 
ance which bis intelligence will suggest to him, without 
promising Madame in any way. It is the fear of being compelled 
to rtveat all which necessitates the step I am now taking ; and 
I am persuaded that Madame will consider the motives which 
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have urged me to it, and that she will give orders for deliver- 
ing me from my painful situation. 

I am, with profound respect, Madame's very humble and 
obedient servant, — 

COMTESSE DE V ALOIS DE LA MoTTE. 

Either this letter would be delivered to the queen, and 
would alarm her to such a degree that she would conclude 
to end the struggle by setting Jeanne at liberty, or — 
which was more probable — it would be delivered to the 
governor of the prison, and by him to the judges. Jeanne 
had, in short, so expressed herself that the letter, fall 
where it might, would deposit a leaven of hatred, distrust, 
and irreverence toward the queen. 

Jeanne wrote at the same time a letter to the cardinal, 
as follows : — 

Monbeigneur, — I cannot conceive why you so obstinately 
persist in silence. It seems to me that you should place unre- 
served confidence in our judges ; our condition would be the 
better for it. As to my.^il", I am resolved to remain silent until 
you will support my word. But whydo you not speak? Ex- 
plain all the circumstances of this mysterious affair, and I 
swear that I will confirm all that you say. Consider, Monsieur 
le Cardinal, that if I speak first, and you disavow what I say. 
I am lost. I shall not escape her vengeance who wishes to sac- 
rifice us both. 

But you have nothing like that to fear from me ; you know 
my devotion. If >hc proves to l>e implacable, your cause will 
always be my own ; I would sacrifice everything to shield you 
from her hatred. 

P. S. I have written to ker a letter which will, I hope, per- 
suade her, if not to speak the truth, at least not to crush us, — 
who have no crime with which to reproach ourselves, except 
onr error, or our silence. 

This artful letter was delivered to the cardinal during 
their last examination in the great parlor of the Bastille. 
It was observed that the cardinal turned red, and then 
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pale, shuddering at such audacity. He went out to recover 
hia breath. 

At the same time the countess handed the letter which 
she had written to the queen to the Abbe Lekel almoner 
of the Bastille, iv ho had accompanied the cardinal to the 
parlor and was devoted to hie interests. 

The almoner refused to take the letter. 

"Well, then," said Jeanne, resorting to intimidation, 
"say to the cardinal that I have still one recourse left, — 
that of publishing the letters which he wrote to the queen. 
I shall be sorry to do bo, but for our common advantage 
I will do it." 

The almoner still refused. 

" Take notice," said Jeanne, " that you reduce me to the 
necessity of making use of Monsieur de Rohan's lettera." 

" Very well," replied the abbe, " make use of them, 
Madame." 

" But," replied Jeanne, trembling with anger, " these 
proofs of a secret correspondence with her Majeefcy will 
cause the cardinal's head to fall on the scaffold I " 

At that moment the door was opened, and the cardinal, 
superb in his wrath, appeared on the threshold. "You 
may cause the head of a Rohan to fall on the scaffold, 
Madame," he said ; " it will not be the first time the Bas- 
tille has witnessed that spectacle, But if that is to be, I 
declare to you that I shall not reproach the scaffold on 
which my head shall roll, provided I may see that on 
which you will be branded as a thief and a forger. Come, 
Abbe, come 1" 

The cardinal turned his back to Jeanne, and going out 
with the almoner, left to the companionship of rage and 
despair that miserable creature who could make no move- 
ment without sinking deeper into that deadly slough in 
which she was soon to be covered out of sight. 
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Madame de La Motte had foiled in all her calculations ; 
Caglioatro had failed in none of his. On his imprisonment 
he perceived that he had at last a pretext for open war on 
that monarchy which for so many years he had sought to 
undermine. He then got ready the material for that fa- 
mous letter from London which appeared about a month 
later, and was the first hlow on the walla of the old Bas- 
tille, the first hostile act of the Revolution, the first shock 
preceding that of July 14, 1789. 

In that letter Cagliostro said : " I am asked if I shall 
ever return to France. Assuredly I shall — when the Bat- 
tilh: /hitU have become a public promenade, God speed the 
day I " 

Oliva meanwhile allowed not a word to eacape her lips 
which might compromise her protector. What aho said 
was injurious to Madame de La Motte alone ; she openly 
and clearly set forth her innocent participation in a hoax 
intended, she said, for a gentleman whose name was 
Louis. 

While the captives were in prison Oliva had not seen 
her dear Beausire ; but she had not been altogether aban- 
doned by him, as will be seen. She had the memorial of 
her lover for which Dido longed when she said, " Ah, 
if I might only have a little Ascanius playing on my 
knees I " 
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In the month of May, 1786, a mau was waiting 
steps of the porch of Saint Paul's Church. He appeared 
to be agitated, and was looking steadily toward the Bas- 
tille. One of Cagliostro's German servants came and stood 
beside him. This man tried to check Beauaire'B wild im- 
patience, saying to him, in a low tone, " "Wait, wait ; they 
will come." 

" Ah," said Beausire, " it is you ! " 

As Beausire, still not satisfied with " They will come," 
continued to gesticulate beyond all reason, the German 
whispered to him, " You will attract the police. My 
master promised you news ; I am here to give it to 
you." 

" Give it ! give it, my friend I " 

" Lower. The mother and child are doing well." 

" Oh ! oh ! " cried Beausire, in an indescribable trans- 
port of joy. " She is delivered ! She is safe ! " 

" Yea, Monsieur ; but I beg you, let us go aside. " 

"Isitagirll" 

" No, Monsieur, a. boy." 

"So much the better. Oh, my friend, how happy 
I am ! how happy I am I My hearty thanks to your 
master. Tell him that my life, — all that I have ia his. 
But why did you say, ' They will come ' 1 Who will 

" The physician of the Bastille and the nurse.** 
" They are coming here t — and for what t " 
" To have the child baptized." 

" I am to see my child 1 " cried Beausire, jumping 
about. "Do you say that I shall see Oliva's son 1 — 
here, immediately ? " 

" Here, immediately ; but be calm, I beg I Patience ' " 
Beausire drew nearer to the German. " Is Bhe comfort- 
able 1 " he asked, clasping his hands. 
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"Very comfortable," replied the other. " Oh, here is a 
carriage coming ! " 

"Yea, yea I" 

"It stops — " 

"There is something white — lace — " 

" The child's mantle." 

" My God ! " and Beausire was obliged to support him- 
self against one of the pillars as he saw alighting from the 
carriage the nurse, the physician, and one of the Bastille 
turnkeys. After they had entered, Beausire followed 
them. The priest, recognizing the nurse and the physi- 
cian, who had come to him on several occasions like this, 
greeted them with a bow and a smile. Beausire bowed 
and smiled with the priest. 

The door of the sacristy was then closed, and the priest 
began to write the words of registration. When he asked 
the name of the child, the physician said, " It is a boy, 
and that is all I know about it." 

Four bursts of laughter accented these words, which 
seemed to Beauaire not very respectful, 

" He must have some kind of a name, if only the name 
of a saint," said the priest. 

" Yea ; the young lady wishes him to be called 
Tonssaint." 

" There they are then, all of them," replied the priest, 
with an hilarious burst of laughter at his pun. 

Beausire began to lose patience, but the German re- 
strained bim. 

" Well," said the priest, " with such a name as that, 
with all the saints for his patrons, we can get along with- 
out a father. Let us write : To-day is presented a male 
child, born yesterday at the Bastille, son of Nicole Oliva 
Legay and — father unknown." 

Beausire darted to the priest's side, and seizing him by 
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the wrist, cried out, " Toussaint has a father as well t 
mother ; he has a tender father, who will not deny his 
owd offspring. Write, I pray you, that Toussaint, bom 
yesterday of Mademoiselle Nicole Oliva Legay, is the son 
of Jean Baptist* Toussaint de Beausire, here present I " 

The astonishment caused l>y these words may readily 
he conceived. The pen fell from the hands of the priest, 
and the child almost fell from the arms of the nurse. 
Beausire received it in his own, covered it with i 
kisses, and dropped on its brow the baptism of paternal 
tears. 

The spectators, accustomed though they were to dra- 
matic scenes, were much affected, — except the priest, who 
maintained his composure, and even expressed doubts aa 
to the statements made by BeauBire. Beausire placed on 
the font three Ionia d'or, which were more effective than 
his tears in establishing iiis good faith and the fact of hia 
paternity. The priest bowed, and pocketed the money, 
and requested Beausire to write in the registry his decla- 
ration that he was the child's father. 

"II" cried Beausire, " why, I would write it with my 
blood I " and he seized the pen with joyous eagerness. 

" Take care I " said the turnkey Guyon ; " it is danger- 
ous to write in public registers t " 

" Thanks for your advice, friend ! " said Beausire, 
proudly; "but to deny the son of my wife — " 

"Tour wife!" cried the physician. 

" Legitimate 1 " cried the priest. 

" May God restore her to liberty," saiii Beausire, trem- 
bling with joy, " and the next day Nicole Legay will take 
the name of De Beausire." 

" Meantime you are running a risk ! " said Guyon. " I 
think they are looking fur you." 

All agreed, however, not to betray him. 
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Beausire wrote his declaration in verbose and magnilo* 
quent terms, as if narrating an exploit of which he was 
proud. Then, having read anew the completed certificate, 
he embraced his son, slipped ten louis under his mantle, 
suspended from his neck a ring designed for the mother, 
and proud as Xenophon on his retreat, he opened the 
door of the sacristry, and marched forth without any pre- 
caution of concealment. 

The witnesses of the baptism also withdrew and re- 
gained their carriage, still astonished by the adventure. 
Beausire stood looking after them, sent several kisses to 
his son, and when the carriage had disappeared, retreated 
to an asylum known only to himself, Cagliostro, and 
Monsieur de Crosne, — that is to say, Monsieur de Crosne 
fulfilled a promise he had made to Cagliostro, and left 
Beausire undisturbed. 

When the child was taken back to the Bastille, and the 
nurse had informed Oliva of these surprising adventures, 
the latter, putting Beausire's ring on her thickest finger, 
began to weep, and said, "I will at least be a good 
mother I n 
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CHAPTER LIV. 



THE STOOL OF 1NTERHOGATION. 



The day at last arrived when the judgment of the 

of parliament was to be invoked by the concluding speech 

of the procureur-t/rneral. 

The bearing of the accused was as before : Oliva was 
frauk and timid ; Cagliostro, calm aud superior ; Villette, 
downcast and in tears; Jeanne, insolent, threatening, and 
venomous; the cardinal, unaffected, meditative, absent- 



speech 



In the public mind the question still was, which of the 
two accused persons had stolen the necklace t This ques- 
tion involved another : Had the queen just reason for her 
accusation of the cardiuall and this was, politically, a 
question of importance. Had Monsieur de Rohan believed 
that he had the right to speak to the queen as he had 
spoken to her ; to act in her name as he had acted 1 Had. 
he been, in fact, a secret agent of Marie Antoinette, — an 
agent repudiated as soon as the aflair made a noise t 

In a word, had the cardinal acted in good faith, as a 
confidant of the queen t If he had acted in good faith, 
the queen must have been implicated in those intimacies 
which she had denied, and which Madame de La Motto 
had insinuated to have existed. 

The procureur-general began his speech. He was the 
organ of the court, and spoke in the name of outraged 
royal dignity. He demanded that Villette should be con- 
demned to the galleys , that Jeanne de La Motto should 
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be branded, scourged, and condemned to perpetual impris- 
onment ; that Cagliostro and Oliva should be dismissed 
from the case ; and that the cardinal should be compelled 
to acknowledge himself guilty of language offensive to 
royal Majesty, and then should be banished from the 
presence of the king and queen, and deprived of his offices 
and dignities. 

This demand divided the parliament, and terrified the 
accused. The royal will bad been so strongly expressed 
that had the demand been uttered twenty-five years 
earlier, though then already parliament had begun to vin- 
dicate its prerogative, the idea of the infallibility of the 
throne would have prevailed. But fourteen counsellors, 
only, adopted in full the conclusions of the priicureur- 
gentral, and there was a division in the assembly. 

The last examination of the accused was then entered 
upon, — a formality almost useless under existing circum- 
stances. The custom was that the accused should appear 
before the judges on a small wooden seat, dishonored by 
the contact of those who had passed from it to the scaf- 
fold. The forger Villette occupied it first, who begged for 
pardon with prayers and tears. No one took any interest 
in him ; he was, and appeared to be, only a rascal of the 
common sort. Dismissed by the court, lie went weeping 
to his prison-cell. 

Then came Madame de La Motte, who made a strong 
impression on the assembly. She had been already ex- 
posed to the first of the insults to which she was to be 
subjected ; she had been compelled to ascend by the small 
stairway, like a common criminal. The heat and noise 
and general movement troubled her at first, and her eyes 
were unsteady. Then the officer who had her in charge 
led her quickly to the stool placed at the centre of the 
half-circle, which bore some resemblance to the block on a 
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scaffold. On seeing that she was expected to occupy thi 
degrading seat, Jeanne de La Motte, who proudly called 
herself Valois, and as she thought controlled the fortunes 
of a queen of France, turned pale, and cast angry glances 
ahont her, as if to intimidate the judges who would per- 
mit that outrage. Seeing however no indication of sym- 
pathy on the faces around her, she placed herself, almost 
fainting, on the stool of interrogation. 

In the examination that followed, Jeanne still pur- 
sued her method of vague insinuation against the queen, 
Of her own innocence she spoke more decidedly ; and ahe 
managed to draw from the examining judge an inquiry as 
to the letters which were said to have been interchanged 
between the queen and the cardinal. 

Jeanne, in reply, declared that she was unwilling to say 
anything which might compromise the queen, and that no 
one could answer on that subject better than the cardinal 
himself. " Ask him," she said, " to produce those letters, 
or copies of them ; read them, and satisfy your curiosity. 
As to myself, I cannot affirm whether those letters were 
written by the queen and by the cardinal. They seem to 
me, on the one hand, too free and familiar to have been 
written by a sovereign to a subject, and on the other hand 
too irreverent to have been written by a subject to a 
queen." 

The deep, significant silence which followed this attack 
might have warned Jeanne that she had succeeded only ii 
arousing horror in the minds of her enemies, terror in the 
minds of her partisans, and incredulity in the minds of hex 
impartial judges. She left the stool of interrogation with 
the pleasing hope that the cardinal too must 
That revenge would almost have satisfied her. But on 
turning back for a last look at the degrading seat which 
she was forcing a Rohan to occupy, she saw that it had 
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been reraovedand that an arm-chair stood in its place. She 
uttered a cry of rage, and hastened from the hall in fren- 
zied excitement. 

The cardinal arrived in his carriage, attended by the 
governor of the Bastille. On his entrance he was greeted 
by a murmur of respect and sympathy. He was pale, and 
somewhat agitated. He manifested in his demeanor that 
respect and condescension due to judges from an accused 
person who accepts and invokes their jurisdiction. When 
he began to speak, his trembling utterance, broken by 
sighs, and his humble bearing moved his audience to sym- 
pathy. He spoke slowly, offered excuses rather tban 
proofs, supplications rather than arguments, and at leDgth 
stopping short, — he the man of eloquent speech! — by 
that paralysis of mind and courage produced more ef- 
fect than all the advocates with all their arguments had 
produced. 

After the cardinal, came Oliva. The moat ardent haters 
of the monarchy were shocked on seeing the living copy 
of Mario Antoinette queen of France sitting on the stool 
of thieves and forgers. 

Then came Cagliostro, the least guilty of all. He was 
not asked to sit, though the arm-chair remained by the 
aide of the stool. The court feared to question him, and 
he was speedily dismissed. 

The court then announced that the trial was at an end, 
and their deliberations would begin immediately. The 
crowd slowly withdrew along the streets and the quays, 
intending to return soon to hear the judgment, which al] 
agreed could not be long delayed. 
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CHAPTER LV. 

i WAT OF ESCAPE. 



While the cardinal, on the terraces of the Bastille, dis- 
cussed with Oagliostro the probable result of their defence; 
while Oliva, in her cell, caressed her child ; and Reteau, in 
hia, thought of the crowns promised by Monsieur de 
Crosne, — Jeanne, having retired to the room of the 
keeper's wife, Madame Hubert, endeavored to soothe her 
agitation by noise and action. 

This room, high and large like a hall, was lighted by a 
large window looking toward the quay and covered by 
an iron grating. Here Madame de La Motte spent the 
days of her imprisonment in company with Madame 
Hubert, her son, and her husband. She had won their 
sympathy ; she had managed to persuade them that the 
queen was very guilty. A day was to come when in that 
same hall another keeper, pitying the misfortunes of an- 
other prisoner, would believe her innocent because so 
gentle and so kind, — and that prisoner would he the 
queen. 

Madame de La Motte, then, was proposing to forget, in 
the society of her friends, the troubles which assailed her, 
and repay them by her gay humor for the kindness they 
had shown her. But she found them anxious and em- 
barrassed. Alarmed by this she sought to elicit an ex- 
planation from Madame Hubert ; but she and those with 
her were noncommittal. 






A WAY OF ESCAPE. 407 

Jeanne perceived, in a corner by the fireplace, an abbd 
who was an occasional guest of the house. Me had 
been secretary of the preceptor of Monsieur le Comte de 
Provence. He was a man of simple manners, though 
somewhat cynical. After a long-continued absence from 
Madame Hubert's house, he had become a frequent visitor 
there since the arrival of Madame de La Motte. 

" I am sure," said Jeanne, " that they are talking more 
freely tip yonder than we are talking here." 

These words wore greeted with a feeble murmur of 
assent. 

" Up yonder 1 " said tho abbe, feigning ignorance, 
"where, Madame la Couitessel" 

" In the hall where my .judges are in consultation." 

" Oh, yes, yes," said the abbe. And again there was? 
silence. 

" I think," Jeanne resumed, " that my course to-day 
produced a good effect. Do you not think it did? " 

" Why, yes, Madame," timidly replied the keeper; and 
he rose as if to go out. 

" What is yonr opinion 1 " asked Jeanne, turning to the 
abbe". "Does not the affair look well for me* They have 
brought forward no evidence." 

"It is true, Madame," said the ahbe, " you have much 
to bopa ; and yet suppose that the king — " 

" Well, the king ; what will he do J " 

"Eh, Madiime ! the king cannot consent to bo found in 
the wrong." 

" He must then have Monsieur de Rohan condemned, 
and that is impossible." 

" That indeed is improbable." 

" But in this cause," Jeanne hastened to say, " the car- 
dinal and I are in the same situation." 

"Not at all." replied the abbe - ; "jou are mistaken, 
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Madame. One of the accused will be absolved, — bu 
only one. A culprit is necessary to the king; otherwise 
what will become of the queen 1" 

" It ie true," said Jeanne, in a dull tone, " The kin; 
needs a culprit ; well, Monsieur de Rohan will serve the 
purpose as well as I." 

A silence ensued, alarming to the conntess. The abbe 
was the first to speak. "Madame," lie said, "the king 
does not bear malice, and when his first anger is satisfied 
he will forget all that has happened." 

"But what do you call a satisfied anger)" asked 
Jeanne, ironically. 

" A condemnation — any — would bo a satisfaction. 

" Any, Monsieur ! " cried Jeanne, " that is a fearful 
word. Any ! why that means every I " 

" Oh, I speak only of seclusion in a convent," replied 
the abbe, coldly. " That is the idea, according to 
rumor, which the king is likely to adopt in reference 
to you," 

Jeanne looked at him with terror, which soon gave 
place to furious excitement. 

"Seclusion in a convent!" she exclaimed. "That is 
to say, a lingering death which shall appear to be 
of clemency ! Tortures of hunger, of cold, of penances 1 
No ; enough of punishment, enough of shame, enough of 
Buffering for the innocent, while the guilty one is power- 
fid, free, honored I Death, rather, at once; but the death 
I choose to punish myself with for having been born into 
this infamous world ! " 

Uttering these words Jeanne rushed to the sideboard to 
seize a knife. The keeper, Madame Hubert, and the abbe" 
threw themselves upon her, and prevented hi 
She then, with cries too violent to be natural, rushed into 
an adjoining cabinet, seized an enormous porcelain vase, 
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and struck her bead with it repeatedly. The vase was 
shattered, and Jeanne's face was covered with blood. 
They got her into a chair, and bathed her with perfumed 
waters and vinegar. She had fainted, after frightful 
convulsions. 

"When she came to herself the abbe" thought she was 
suffocating. "See," he said, "that grating intercepts 
light and air. Can we not give the poor woman a chance 
to breathe J " 

Madame Hubert, forgetting everything, ran to a closet 
in the chimney, and took out a key with which she 
opened the grating. 

" Ah 1 " said the abbe", " I was not aware that the grating 
could be thus opened with a key. Why in the world are 
flttch precautions needed 1 " 

" It is the order," replied the keeper. 

" Yes, I understand," said the abbe", significantly ; " that 
window is only seven feet from the ground ; it opens on 
the quay. Were prisoners to escape from your room they 
would hud themselves at liberty without meeting either 
turnkey or sentinel." 

" Precisely," said the keeper. 

The abbe" remarked that Madame de La Motte had heard 
and understood ; that she had started even, and that she 
had raised her eyes to the closet, fastened only by a brass 
button, where the keeper deposited the key to the grating. 
That was all he wanted. His presence seemed no longer 
needed. He took leave ; but coming back he said, " What 
a crowd there is in the square ! All go with such eager- 
ness in that direction that not a soul is left on the quay." 

The keeper leaned out. " It is true," said be. 

" Is it not thought," continued the abbe, Bpeaking always 
as if Madame de La Motte could not hear him, — but sba 
heard every word, — " is it not expected that the judg- 
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meat will be rendered during the uight 1 That cannot 
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" I do not imagine," said the keeper, " that it will be 
rendered before to-morrow morning." 

" Well, then," continued the abbe\ " try to let that 
poor Madame de La Motte have a little rest ; she must 
need it." 

"Let us withdraw to our chamber," said the worthy 
keeper to his wife, " and leave Madame here in the easy- 
chair, — unless she prefers going to bed." 

Jeanne, on the point of rising, met the eye of the abtw5, 
who was watching for her reply. She fell hack, arid 
feigned sleepiness. The abbe then retired, and the keeper 
and his wife also went out, after quietly locking the grat- 
ing, and putting back the key in its place. 

As Boon as she was alone Jeanne opened her eyes. 
" The abbe* advises me to flee," she thought. " Conld any 
one more clearly point out the necessity of flight, and the 
means 1 To threaten me with condemnation before judg- 
ment is rendered, is the act of a friend who urges me to 
recover my liberty. I have only to open that closet, then 
that grating, and I shall he on the deserted quay. To es- 
cape ! Oh, liberty ! — the joy of recovering my riches, of 
repaying to my enemies all that I have suffered 1 " She 
darted to the closet, seized the key, and drew near to the 
lock of the grating. Suddenly she thought she saw on 
the bridge the dark form of a man. " Some one is there," 
she said to herself ; " perhaps the abbe, awaiting my es- 
cape ; he is ready to help roe. Yes, but if it were a trap ; 
if, descending to the quay, I should be surprised in the 
attempt to escape 1 Flight is confession of crime, — at 
least, of fear. Whence conies that man ! He seams to be 
connected with Monsieur de Proveuce ; but he may be ai 
emissary of the queen, or of the Eohans. They would pay 
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heavily for a false move on my part — Yes, some one is 
there, watching ! To make me escape some hours before 
the judgment ! My God 1 may it not be that my enemies 
have information of my acquittal 1 Who knows but they 
wish to parry that terrible blow to the queen by a proof, 
or a confession of my guilt ? That proof, that confession, 
would be afforded by my flight ; I will remain. n 

Jeanne from that moment remained convinced that she 
had escaped a snare. She smiled, and with a firm step 
went to the closet, and placed in it the key of the grating. 
Then drawing her arm-chair nearer to the window, she 
watched that man who waited for her, and who at length 
disappeared as the first rays of daylight enabled her 
to distinguish the water of the river from the river- 
banks. 
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CHAPTER LVL 



THE JUDGMENT. 



On the morning of the next day Jeanne awaited, with 
guine expectation, the news of her acquittal and rele 
She was not allowed to go out in search of information ; 
but placing herself at the window she listened anxiously to 
the sounds from the neighboring square. Soon she heard 
a noiay outbreak of cries, bravos, and clapping of hands, 
— a noise which frightened her, for she could not imagine 
that it was for her that so much sympathy wan declared. 

" A fine day for the cardinal ! " said a sort of attorney's 
clerk, as he passed by. 

" For the cardinal I " Jeanne repeated. " There is news 
then that the cardinal is acquitted." She returned hastily 
to the halL " Madame, Madame ! " she said to the woman 
Hubert, " what is this I hear 1 — 'a fine day for the car- 
dinal ! ' What is the meaning of that ! " 

"I do not know," replied Madame Hubert. 

Jeanne looked at her steadily. " Ask your husband, I 
beg of you ! " she said. 

Madame Hubert did as requested, and her husband i 
plied from without, " I do not know." 

"What then," said Jeanne, impatiently, "could those 
passers-by mean? They of course were speaking with 
reference to the trial" 

" Perhaps they meant," said the kind-hearted Hubert, 
" that if Monsieur de Rohan should be acquitted it would 
be a fine day for him." 
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"Do yon think he will be acquitted J' 
clinching her hands. 
"That may happen." 
" I, also 1 " 
" Oh, you, Madame, — you as well 


413 

cried Jeanne, 

aa he ; why 



Jeanne returned to the window. 

"I think you are wrong, Madame," said the keeper, "in 
thus exposing yourself to emotions arising from distorted 
information. Why not wait quietly till your counsel, or 
Monsieur Fiimyn, arrives to read to you — " 

" The judgment — No ! no 1 " and she continued to 
listen. 

A woman was passing with friends. " He shall have 
my bouquet," she cried, " and a hundred others, the dear 
man! Oh, if I can I will kiss Jmnl" 

" And I, too," said a companion. 

" I would like to have him kiss me," said a third. 

" Of whom can they be speaking 1 " thought Jeanne. 

" He 13 a handsome man ; you do not show bad 
taste," said another of the company, and they passed 
on. 

" Still the cardinal 1 " murmured Jeanne. " He ia ac- 
quitted ! he is acquitted ! " 

"Eh, Madame I " said Hubert and his wife, speaking 
together, "why should you not wish a poor prisoner to be 
set free 1 " 

Jeanne, unwilling to lose their sympathy, hastened to 
say, " You do not understand me. Can you believe me bo 
wicked as to wish harm to my companions in misfortune! 
Oh, yes 1 may the cardinal be acquitted ; but let me know 
at least what ia decided in regard to roe. Believe me, my 
friends, it is my impatience that makes me appear as 
I do." 
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Hubert and his wife looked at each other as if to 
are the exteiit of the information they would impart. 
flash of light from Jeanne's eyes stopped theiu as 
were on the point of speaking. 

" You tell me nothing t " she cried, perceiving her 
mistake. 

" We know nothing," they replied, in a low tona 

At that moment Hubert was called out of the room. 
His wife, remaining alone with the captive, sought to di- 
vert her attention. But in vain. All Jeanne's intelligence 
was devoted to catching the sounds that came to her from 
without. 

Suddenly there was a great noise in the square, accom- 
panied by a tumultuous rush of the crowd. The shouts 
were continuous; they seemed to be directed toward a 
covered carriage drawn by two horses, which were so 
impeded by the crowd that they could move only slowly. 
The countess recognized the two men who were the objects 
of that enthusiasm. They were the Cardinal de Rohan 
and the Comte de Cagliostro. 

That manifestation of public sympathy with the victims 
of the queen — for so they were called — inspired Jeanne 
with a transient joy. But then, " What 1 " said she, 
"they are already free, — and I, I know nothing I 
is it that I can learn nothing I " She shuddered. 

Another noise of shouting drew her attention toward the 
Font-au-Change. A carriage, surrounded by a multitude, 
was descending the bill toward the bridge. In the car- 
riage Jeanne recognized Oliva, smiling and holding up her 
child, — Oliva, rejoicing in her freedom, and enjoying also 
the pleasan tries addressed to her (a little free sometimes) 
and the kisses that were sent to the fresh -looking, at- 
tractive girl. On the bridge a post-chaise was waiting. 
it Monsieur Beausire was hiding behind one of his frieni 
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who jtlone ventured to expose himself to the public admi- 
ration. The latter made a sign to Oliva, who alighted 
from her carriage, and getting into the post-chaise fell into 
the arms of Beausire, who almost stifled her in Ida embrace. 
and covered her with tears and kisses. Nor did he breathe 
freely until at Saint Denis they changed horses, without 
having been disturbed by the police. 

Meantime Jeanne, seeing all these persons at liberty, 
happy, honored, asked why she alone received no news. 
" By what refinement of cruelty do they withhold from 
me that part of the judgment which concerns me t " 

"Calm yourself, Madame," said Hubert, entering the 
room, — " calm yourself." 

" It is impossible that you do not know. You know 1 
you know I Tell me t " 

" Madame — " 

" If you are not a savage, tell me I You see how I 
suffer ! " 

" We are forbidden, Madame, to reveal judgments, the 
reading of which is the duty of the clerk of the courts." 

" Why, then, it is so frightful that you do not dare to 
tell it 1 " cried Jeanne, in a transport of rage which alarmed 
the keeper. 

" No," said he ; " calm yourself, — calm yourself." 

" Speak, then ! " 

" Will you be patient, and will yon do nothing to com- 

" I promise, I swear it, — speak ! " 

" Very well ; Monsieur le Cardinal is acquitted." 

" I know it." 

" Monsieur de Cagliostro is discharged." 

" I know it I 1 know it I " 

"Mademoiselle Oliva is dropped from the accusation." 

"Go on! go onl" 
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" Monsieur Beteaa de Villette is condemned to the 
galleys." 

" And 1 1 and It" cried Jeanne, in great excitement. 

" Patience, Madame! patience. Is this what you pro* 
mised met" 

"I am patient; come, speak ! what of met 19 

" Banishment 1 " said the keeper, in a low voice, taming 
away his eyes. 

A flash of joy shone in the eyes of the countess, which 
she immediately extinguished. Then, with a loud cry, 
she pretended to faint, and fell into the arms of her 
friends. 

"What then would have been the consequence," 
whispered Hubert to his wife, "if I had told her the 
truth !" 

" Banishment ! " thought Jeanne, while pretending she 
was ill, — " it is liberty, wealth, vengeance ; it is all that 
I have hoped. I have won!" 
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CHAPTER LVTI. 



I PUNISHMENT. 



" 



Jeanne was still awaiting the arrival of the clerk who, 
according to the keeper, would read the sentence pro- 
nounced against her. Released from the agony of sus- 
pense, she was saying to herself, " What matters it to me 
that Monsieur de Rohan has been adjudged less guilty 
than 1 1 Do they punish me for a fault 1 No. Had I 
been duly recognized as a Valois ; had I been able, like the 
cardinal, to hedge myself about with princes and dukes, — 
they would have refused nothing to the poor Comtesse de 
La Motte, and certainly would have spared the descendant 
of the Valois the disgrace of the stool of interrogation. 

" But why occupy myself with the past, which is dead 1 
Here ends the great business of my life. Banished I I 
am banished ; that is to say, I can carry my million 
whither I will, and nothing can hinder me — young, beau- 
tiful, celebrated — from living as I please, either with my 
husband, if he too ia banished (and I know that he is 
free), or with the friends that youth and fortune always 
provide. 

" Let any one say to me, then, — to me the condemned ; 
to me the banished ; to me the disgraced, — that I am not 
richer than the queen, more honored, more fully acquitted. 
For she was not concerned for my condemnation ; the 
earth-worm is of no consequence to the lion. She was 
concerned to have Monsieur de Rohan condemned, and 
Monsieur de Rohan is acquitted. 
tol. ii.— 27. 
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"Now how will they proceed to communicate tome my 
sentence, and have me conducted out of the kingdom 1 
Will they revenge themselves on a woman by subjecting 
her to a strict execution of the law? Will they put me 
in, the keeping of archers to be taken to the frontier * 
Will some one say to me solemnly, ' Unworthy one, the 
king banishes you from bis kingdom ' 1 No, my masters 
are good-natured ; they wish me no harm. Their anger 
is directed against the good people of Paris who shout 
under their windows, ' Long live Monsieur le Cardinal ! ' 
' Long live Cagliostro I ' * Long live the parliament ! ' 
Oh, yes; that ia their real enemy, — the people. I 
counted on the moral support of public opinion, — and 
I have succeeded I " 

At this point in her meditations a recollection of Keteau 
de Villette crossed her mind. " Poor fellow I " she said, 
with a wicked smile. " It is he who pays for all Al- 
ways some paltry soul is needed for expiation, and the 
emergency which calls it up devours it. Poor Reteau ! 
The wretched creature now pays for his diatribes against 
the queen, and for his forgeries. God, who allots to every 
one his part in the world, appointed to him beatings, in- 
termittent louis d'or, ambuscades, concealments, and at last 
the galleys. This is the fate of trickery without intelli- 
gence, of cunning without boldness, of aggression without 
perseverance and strength." 

Jeanne took dinner with her keepers in a very happy 
state of mind ; but they had wholly lost their cheerfulness ; 
they did not even affect to conceal their embarrassment. 
Jeanne attributed this coldness to the condemnation pro- 
nounced against ber, and said so to them. They replied 
that nothing was sadder to them than the sight of those 
against whom sentence had been pronounced. 

Jeanne was so happy that she wished to be alone ; and 









THE PUNISHMENT. 419 



Bhe intended, after dinner, to retire at once to her chamber. 
She was agreeably surprised when Hubert said to her, 
with solemn constraint, " Madame, we are under orders not 
to keep with us persona who have been condemned by 
parliament." 

"Good ! " said Jeanne to herself; "he anticipates my 
wishes." She rose from the table. " I Bhould not wish," 
she said, " to involve you in disobedience ; that would be 
a poor return for all your kindness. I will therefore re- 
tire to my chamber." 

She watched for the effect of these words. Hubert 
rolled a key in bis fingers. His wife turned her heuo 
away, as if to bide her emotion. 

" But," added the countess, " where will they come ta 
read me my sentence; and when)" 

"They are waiting, perhaps, till Madame shall be in 
Iter own room," Hubert hastened to say. 

" Decidedly," thought Jeanne, "he sends me away.' 
A vague feeling of anxiety troubled her for a moment, but 
was immediately dismissed. 

Seeing that Jeanne was leaving, Madame Hubert went 
up to her quickly, and seized her hands, with an impulst 
of pity which did not escape the countess's observation. 
This tiros she felt something like fright, but this feeling 
also she easily banished from a soul full of joy and hope. 
Nevertheless, Bhe would have liked to ask Madame Hu- 
bert for an explanation of her pity. She opened hoi 
mouth for that purpose; but Hubert took her hand, with 
more decision than politeness, and led her to the door. 

The countess found in the corridor eight archers wait- 
ing, — she wondered for whom, or for what. In advance 
of the archers was the turnkey who every ironing con- 
ducted her to her chamber. He went on before Jeanne, 
as if to show her the way. 
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" I am to return to my room I " asked the countess. 

" Yea, Madame," replied the turnkey. 

Jeanne took hold of the iron railing and ascended the 
stairs, preceded by the man. Reassured, she suffered her- 
self to be locked in her chamber, and even thanked the 
turnkey, who immediately withdrew. 

As soon aa she was alone, Jeanne began to give vent to 
the joy she had so long concealed. Suddenly she heard 
steps in the corridor, the jingling of keys, a key in the 
lock of her door. 

" What now 1 " thought she, lifting her head and 
listening. 

The turnkey entered. 

"What is it, Jean 1 " asked Jeanne, in her gentle, c 
less tone. 

" Will Madame please to follow me 1 " said he. 

" Whither 1 " 

"Downstairs, Madame." 

" Downstairs, — what do you mean J " 

" To the office." 

" For what, if yon please 1 " 

" Madame — " 

Jeanne took a step toward him, as he hesitated, a 
then she saw, in the corridor, the archers whom she had 
noticed before. " Come," Bhe said, with some agitation, 
"tell me why they summon me to the office." 

" Madame, Monsieur Doiilot your counsel is there, and 
wishes to see you." 

" At the office t Why not here t " 

" Madame, Monsieur Doiilot has received letters from 
Versailles, which he wishes to communicate to you." 

Jeanne failed to notice that this reply was no answer. 
" Letters from Versailles ! " she said to herself, — " from 
the court ! Has the iiueen, then, interceded for me t Is 
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it possible that — But why waste time in guessing, when 
in two minutes I can know the truth 1 " Then, to the 
turnkey, "Wait for me a moment while I arrange my 

" I will wait, Madame ; but I beg you to consider that 
Monsieur Doillot has but little time to spare." 

Jeanne closed the door, and in five minutes had com- 
pleted her preparations, in such eager haste was she to 
receive the expected order for her departure. She fol- 
lowed the turnkey downstairs in the excitement of joyous 
anticipation ; but instead of turning to the left, toward 
the office, the turnkey turned toward a small door at the 
right. 

" Where are you going, then 1 " Jeanne asked. " The 
office is not there." 

" Come, come, Madame," said the turnkey, in a coaxing 
manner, "this is the way to the place where Monsieur 
Doillot ia awaiting you." He passed through in advance, 
drawing after him the prisoner, who heard the door close, 
and bolts on the outside pushed noisily to their places. 
She was surprised, but seeing no one in the darkness, haz- 
arded no questions. She took two or three steps forward, 
and stopped. By aid of a faiut light, penetrating an iron 
grating covered with spiders' webs aud dust, she discov- 
ered that she was in a dungeon, alone with her conductor 

"Monsieur," she said, subduing her terror, "why are 
we here 1 Where is Monsieur Doillot, to whom you were 
to conduct me ? " 

The turnkey made no reply. He turned around as if to 
see whether the door by which they had entered was se- 
curely closed. Jeanne followed this movement with terror. 
The idea came to her that she had to do with one of those 
amorous jailers described, in the romances of the period, 
who, when their prey is about to escape them, constitute 
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themselves tyrannic masters of the fair copfivt, i 
liberty iu exchange for love. 

Jeanne waB strong, and bad no fear o 
surprise ; nor was she encumbered by modesty. She c 
proached the turnkey, smiling, and said, " My friend, 
what do you want } Have you something to say to me J 
The time of a prisoner within reach of liberty is precious. 
It is an ugly sort of rendezvous you have selected for your 
conversation with me." 

The turnkey did not understand her, and made no reply. 
He sat down and waited. 

"But," said Jeanne, " I ask you again, why are we here!" 
She began to think the man was crazy. 

"We are waiting for Monsieur Doillot," replied the 
turnkey. 

Jeanne shook her head. " Monsieur has chosen badly 
his time and place for communicating to me the lette 
from Versailles. It is not possible that he should make n 
wait here. No ; there is something else." 

She had hardly spoken these words when a door, which 
she bad not noticed, was opened in front of her. Beyond 
this door was au obscure passage, and beyond that Jeanne 
wiught a momentary glimpse of au open place thronged 
with eager-looking men and women. Three men apy*ared 
it the door. Behind them Jeanne could see four bayonets. 
The three meu entered the dungeon, and the door was closed. 

Jeanne passed from surprise to surprise, — or rather, 
from anxiety to terror. Her name was called before sho 
tiad recovered herself sufficiently to exclaim. He who 
Tailed her name was the youngest of the three men. Ho 
was dressed in black, kept his hat on his head, arid held 
tn his hand a roll of papers. "You are, Madame," he 
laid, " Jeanne de Saint- Rem y de Valois, married to Marie 
Intoine Nicolas, Comte de La Motte 1 " 
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"Tea, Monsieur." 

" You were born at Fontette, July 22, 17561'* 

"You reside at Paris, in the Eu« Saint Claude 1" 

"Yea, Monsieur; but why these questions 1" 

" Madame, I am sorry that you do not recognize mo ; I 
have the honor to be the clerk of the court." 

" I recognize you." 

"Then, Madame, I may perform the duty of my office, 
recognized by you." 

"To what, if you please, does your official duty call youl" 

" To read to you, Madame, the sentence pronounced 
against you by the court." 

Jeanne shuddered. " You are," ebe said, " Breton the 
clerk ; but who are these two gentlemen with you 1 " 

The clerk was about to answer, when the turnkey, 
moved by pity or by apprehension, rushed to him and 
whispered, "Don't tell her!" 

Jeanne heard him, and looked at those two men more 
attentively. Their aspect frightened her, and she recoiled. 

The clerk went nearer to her, and said, "On your knees, 
Madame, if you please." 

" On my knees ! " cried Jeanne, — " on my knees ! — I, 
a Valois, on my knees ! " 

"It is the order, Madame," said the clerk, bowing. 

" But, Monsieur, one is obliged to kneel only after be- 
ing sentenced to a degrading punishment, and banishment 
is not so regarded in the law of France." 

" I have not told you, Madame, that you were con- 
demned to banishment," said the clerk, in a tone of sadness. 

" To what, then, am I condemned 1 " cried Jeanne. 

" You will learn that by listening to the sentence, Ma- 
dame ; and you will first, if you please^ kneel down." 

" Never 1 never 1 " 
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" Madame, it is ordered that if the condemned 
to kneel, force must be employed — " 

" Force ! — to a woman 1 " 

" A woman bas no more right than a man to fail in 
respect to tbe king and the law." 

" And to the queen ! " cried Jeanne, furioualy, " for I 
recognize in this the hand of an angry woman." 

"You are wrong in accusing the queen, Madame. She 
bas nothing to do with the judgments of the court. Come, 
Madame, I entreat ; spare ns tbe necessity of violence. 

"Never! never 1 never!" 

The clerk made a sign to the two men who had entered 
with him, who thereupon seized Jeanne, and dragged her 
to the middle of the dungeon in epite of her cries and 
shrieks. 

" It is useless to cry out in this way," said tbe clerk ; 
" no one outside can hear you, and you cannot hear me 
read the sentence." 

"Allow me to bear it standing, and I will listen in 
silence," said Jeanne, panting, 

"Whenever a culprit is to be whipped," said the clerk, 
"tbe punishment — " 

"Whipped!" shrieked Jeanne, — "whipped! Ah, you 
scoundrel, whipped ! " 

Her cries became so appalling that all the men, bewil- 
dered, thought only of meeting force by force; they threw 
themselves upon Jeanne, and forced her down. But she 
resisted victoriously ; when they would place her in a 
kneeling posture, she made her muscles as stiff as steel, 
meanwhile inflicting serious wounds with her feet and 
bauds. One of the men took bold of her feet, and held 
them as in a vice. Two others held her by the wrists, and 
all called on tbe clerk to read the sentence. 
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" I will never allow a sentence to be read that condemns 
me to infamy," cried Jeaiina, struggling with superhumau 
strength ; and she uttered such cries and shrieks that she 
could not hear a word of what was read to her. When 
she thought he had finished, she became silent, and sought 
to recover strength for a renewal of the struggle. 

" And," calmly continued the clerk, " the sentence is to 
be executed, as usual, in the court-yard of the Palace of 
Justice." 

" Publicly ! " howled the unhappy woman. "Oh — " 

" Monsieur de Paris," said the clerk, to one of the men 
with him, " I place this woman in your hands," 

"Who, then, is that manl" asked Jeanne, in a last 
paroxysm of rage and terror. 

"The executioner," said the clerk, bowing and readjust- 
ing his ru Hies. 

The two men took hold of Jeanne, and lifted her up to 
fairy her toward the passage-way which she had seen 
when the door was opened. It is impossible to describe 
the resistance she made. That woman, who ordinarily 
would have fainted on receiving the slightest wound, sus- 
tained for nearly an hour the harsh treatment and the 
blows of the executioner and his assistant. She was 
dragged to the outer door without ceasing for a moment 
to utter the must frightful cries. 

Beyond this door was the court-yard, to which a crowd 
of two or three thousand spectators had been drawn by 
the erection of the scaffold. From every direction cries 
arose, " Here she is ! here she is 1 " together with epithets 
not complimentary to the condemned, and here and there 
remarks not very considerate of the judges. For Jeanne 
had calculated correctly ; since her condemnation, fixing 
her attitude of hostility to the queen, a party had been 
formed in her favor. 
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But Monsieur de Crosne had taken his precautions. 
The front rows were occupied by spectators who were 
devoted to those who paid the expenses of the spectacle. 
The anger against the queen had been utilized . in her 
favor ; the supporters of the cardinal hooted Jeanne, who 
had separated her cause from his. So that on her appear- 
ance there were loud cries of, " Down with La Motte 1 
down with the forger ! " 

Jeanne was almost at the end of her strength, but not 
at the end of her rage. In her clear, vibrating, metallic 
voice she launched a few words which, as if by enchant- 
ment, stilled the noisy murmurs. " Do you know who I 
am ? " she said. " Do you know that I am of the blood 
of your kings ? Do you know that in me they strike at, 
not a culprit, but a rival? — not a rival only, but an 
accomplice ? " 

Here she was interrupted by the cries of persons in 
Monsieur de Crosne's employment. But she had awak- 
ened curiosity, if not interest ; and the curiosity of a mob 
is a thirst that must be assuaged. The silence proved to 
Jeanne that they wished to hear more. 

"Yes," she repeated, "an accomplice! In me they 
punish one who knows the secrets of — " 

u Be careful ! " whispered the clerk. 

She turned around. The executioner held a whip in 
his hand. " Mercy ! mercy ! " she cried, in a heart- 
rending tone. 

The hootings of the crowd drowned her voice. Jeanne 
clung to the executioner's knees, and succeeded in getting 
hold of his hand ; but he raised the other hand, and let 
the whip fall gently on the countess's shoulders. Strange 
to say, when she found that the executioner was sparing 
her, she rushed upon his assistant, and sought to over- 
come him, and throw herself from the scaffold. But sud- 
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denly she sprang back. This man held in bis band a 
red-hot iron which he had that moment withdrawn from 
a brazier. He raised this iron, and Jeanne started back 
with a wild cry. " Branded ! " she exclaimed, — 
" branded I " 

The mob replied by a terrible cry. " Yea ! yes I " 
roared three thousand mouths. 

" Help ! help ! " cried Jeanne, beside herself, trying to 
break the cords with which they had bound her hands. 

Meantime the executioner was tearing, being unable to 
open, the dress of the countess, and while with a trem- 
bling hand he parted the torn material he tried to seize 
the hot iron offered by his assistant. But Jeanne rushed 
upon the assistant, making him draw back, for he did 
not dare to touch her; so that the executioner, un- 
able to grasp the sinister implement, expected from the 
crowd some denunciation of himself. The multitude, 
excited, and beginning to admire that vigorous defence, 
manifested their impatience ; the confusion became 
threatening. 

" Make an end of it," cried a voice from the front 
ranks, — an imperious voice, which dotibtless the execu- 
tioner recognized ; for by a mighty effort he threw Jeanne 
down, bending her nearly double, and with his left hand, 
inclining her head. She sprang up again, more heated 
than the iron with which she was threatened, and in a 
voice that rose above the tumult, " Cowardly French- 
men I " she cried, " you do not defend me ! You suffer 
ma to he tortured 1 " 

" Be silent ! " said the clerk. 

" Be silent I " said the commissary. 

" Silent I Ah, yes ! " replied Jeanne. " To what does 
silence bring me 1 Yes, I submit to the disgrace ; it is 
my own fault." 
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"Ah! ah! ah!" cried the crowd, not uni 
her meaning. 

" Be silent 1 " repeated Che clerk. 

" Yes, my fault," said Jeanne, still struggling ; " for if 
I had been willing to apeak out — " 

" Be silent I " roared the clerk, the commissary, and the 
executioners. 

"Had I been willing to tell all I know about the 
queen, — well, I might have been hanged, hut I should 
not have been dishonored." 

She could say no more; for the commissary leaped 
upon the scaffold, followed by agents of the police who 
gagged the unhappy woman, and delivered her, palpitating, 
bruised, her face swollen, livid, bleeding, to the two exe- 
cutioners. One of these again bent down his victim, 
at the same time seizing the iron, which his assistant 
succeeded in handing to him. But Jeanne, like a ser- 
pent, eluded his grasp, and springing up once more, she 
turned with frenzied excitement toward the executioner, 
and offered her breast to him, defying him with her 
eyes. The fatal instrument which was aimed at her 
shoulder struck her on the right breast, marking its 
smoking and consuming furrow in the living flesh, and 
wringing from the victim, gagged as she was, one of those 
moans which have no equivalent in sounds produced by 
the human voice. 

Jeanne was vanquished by the pain and shame ; she 
fainted. Tbe executioner took her on his shoulder, and with 
uncertain steps bore her down the ignominious ladder. 

The multitude, silent, either because they approved or 
because they were filled with consternation, did not with- 
draw until the doors of the prison were closed once more 
upon the victim. Then they slowly retired, and the place 
resumed its ordinary tranquillity. 






THE PUNISHMENT. 429 

At the end of the bridge two men, young and thoughtless, 
conversed as follows, — 

" Do you really believe, Maximilien, that it is Madame 
de La Motte whom the executioner haa branded 1 " 

" They say ao, but I do not believe it," replied the taller 
of the two. 

"No," said the other, a small man of vulgar appear- 
ance ; " it is not Madame de La Motte whom they have 
branded. As they have found a Mademoiselle Oliva as a 
way of escape for the queen, bo they have found a pre- 
tended Madame de La Motte to confess the forgery. 
You Will say that she was branded, — hah, a farce for 
which the executioner and the victim were paid." 

"It is a great deal to consent to be branded on the 
breast," replied the taller speaker. " The farce of which 
you speak seems to rae not proved. You are more of 
a doctor than I, and you must have smelt the burning 
flesh." 

"A mere matter of money, I tell you. They have 
paid some one who was condemned to be branded — " 

"There, there," said he who had beenealled Maximilien, 
" I will not follow you on that ground ; it is not solid." 

"But you yourself said just now that you did not 
believe it was Madame de La Motte who had been 
branded." 

" No j I still do not believe it," said the young man, 
smiling. 

" Who was it then J " 

" It was the queen," said the young man, in a sharp 
tone, to his sinister-looking companion ; and he accented 
the words with his indescribable smile. 

The other drew back, laughing explosively at the jest; 
then, looking around him, " Adieu, Robespierre," he said. 

"Adieu, Marat/' replied the other ; and they separated. 
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CHAPTEE LVIIL 

THE MARRIAGE. 

At noon of the same day the king came forth from his 
cabinet, and took his way to the square salon, in which 
already was the queen, surrounded by her little court. 
Marie Antoinette, pale beneath her rouge, listened with 
forced attention to the questions regarding her health 
addressed to her by Madame de Lamballe and Monsieur 
de Calonne. But she often glanced furtively at the door, — 
eagerly, as if desiring to see ; and timorously, as if afraid 
to see. 

" The king 1 " cried one of the ushers* 

Louis XVI. stood on the threshold, and his eyes sought, 
first of all, Marie Antoinette. She rose and advanced to 
meet the king, who gracefully kissed her hand. " You 
are wonderfully beautiful to-day, Madame/' said he. 

She smiled sadly, and again searched vaguely among the 
throng. 

" The bridal party have not yet arrived ? " asked the 
king. 

" Sire," replied the queen, with a violent effort at self- 
control, " Monsieur de Charny is here, and waits in the 
corridor till your Majesty shall order him to come 
in." 

" Charny is there 1 " cried the king. "Let him come in 
at once." 

Some of the gentlemen withdrew to carry the order to 
Monsieur de Charny. The queen nervously placed hex 
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hand od hoi heart, and sat down with her hack to the 
door. 

" Why, it is noon," said tha king ; " the hride should 
be here.™ 

Monsieur do Chamy appeared at the door in time to hear 
the king's words, to which he immediately replied, "Your 
Majesty will pardon the involuntary delay of Mademoiselle 
de Taverney. Since her father's death she has not left her 
hed. To-day she rises for the first time, and she would 
have been here already but for a fainting-fit by which she 
has been attacked." 

" That dear child loved her father so much 1 Well, 
since she has found a good husband, let us hope that she 
will be consoled." 

The queen listened in a motionless attitude, but the 
bipod left her face to fill her heart. 

" Monsieur de Breteuil," said the king, suddenly, " have 
you sent the order for Cagliostro's banishment t " 

"Yes, Sire," replied the minister, with humility. 

" And that La Motto, who calls herself Yalois, — is she 
not to be branded to-day 1 " 

" At this moment, Sire, it is probably done." 

The queen's eyes sparkled ; a murmur of forced appro- 
bation was heard in the salon. 

" It will annoy Monsieur le Cardinal to know that bis 
accomplice has been branded," continued the king, with a 
persistence in severity which was unusual with him. 
Having uttered that word "accomplice," applied to an 
accused person acquitted hy the parliament, — a word that 
scourged the idol of the Parisians, and stigmatized as a 
thief and a forger one of the princes of the Church, one 
of the first noblemen in France, — the king, as if in sup* 
porting the honor of his wife he would send a solemn 
defiance to the clergy, to the nobles, to the parliaments, to 
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the people, looked around with eyes in which flamed that 
anger and that majesty which no one had seen in France 
since the eyes of Louis XIV. had closed in eternal 
sleep. 

Not a murmur, not a word of assent responded to that 
vengeance which the king was taking on all who had con- 
spired to dishonor the monarchy. He approached the 
queen, who held out both her hands with an expression of 
profound gratitude. 

At this moment Mademoiselle ds Taverney appeared, 
looking more like a ghost than a bride. Philippe held her 
by the hand. She advanced with quick steps, seeing noth- 
ing, hearing nothing, depending on her brother's guidance. 
Thus she approached the king. Philippe pressed her 
hand ; she opened her eyes and saw Louis XVI. smiling 
upon her. She made a reverence, and a murmur of the 
spectators applauded her beauty. 

" Mademoiselle," said the king, taking her hand, " they 
tell me you are suffering, and that afflicts me. But I must 
do what I can for tbe happiness of those who serve me aa 
does Monsieur de Charny. Should you not marry him 
to-day I could not be present at the ceremony, since I set 
out to-morrow with the queen on a journey through 
France. Come with me to the queen. Mademoiselle, and 
thank her ; for her Majesty has a strong affection for you. M 
Thus speaking, he led Andree to Marie Antoinette. 

The queen, much agitated, could hardly raise her eyes ; 
she saw only Andree's marriage-robe. 

"To the chapel, gentlemen," said the king, and all fol- 
lowed the king and queen. 

The Mass was begun immediately. The queen listened 
with her head buried in her hands, and praying with all 
the strength of her soul. 

Monsieur do Chamy, pale and handsome, was as cool 
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and brave as in the raidat of battle, but was suffering much 

Philippe gave all his attention to his Bister, trembling 
and tottering, and was ready to support her by word and 
gesture. 

Andree uttered no prayer ; she formed no wishes. £ 
had nothing to hope, nothing to fear. Henceforth she n 
nothing in the eyes of men, nothing to God. " Am I a 
Christian f " she asked herself. " Am I like other persons t 
Hast thou appointed me to a righteous life, — thou, who 
art called the sovereign Arbiter 1 Thou hast always pun- 
ished me, who have never sinned. Thou hast provided 
that I should have for a mortal enemy the only man whom 
I have loved ! No ; the things of this world and the laws 
of God do not concern me j doubtless I was cursed before 
my birth. It is very strange. Here is a man the sound 
of whose name alone would make me die of happiness. 
Had he come to ask me for myself, I should have lx 
obliged to kneel at his feet, and beg his pardon for my 
fault of other days, — for thy fault, my God ; and 1 
perhaps would have repulsed me. And now this me 
marries me ; and it is he who will beg for pardon on Ms 
knees. It is strange, strange indeed." 

The ceremony concluded, the assembled party congratu- 
lated the newly married couple. The Admiral de Saifren, 
on the return from the chapel, took Andres's hand, and in 
Olivier'a name promised her the happiness she so much 
deserved, Andree thanked the admiral, Pnd begged him 
to conduct her to the king that she might thank 
him. 

Chamy followed at a distance, without daring to 
approach her. 

The admiral crossed the grand salon, and conducted 
Andree to the king, who kissed he- id the forehead and 
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said, " Madame la Comtesse, go to the queen; she I 
nuptial present for you." 

Having spoken these words, which seemed to 1 
gracious, the king withdrew, followed by the court, leaving 
the young bride despairing in Philippe's arms. 

"Ob," she murmured, "it is too much! It is too 
much, Philippe 1 I thought that I had already endured 
enough." 

" Courage ! " said Philippe, in a low tone. " Only this 
One trial more, sister." 

" No, no," said Audree ; " I cannot. If the speaks to 
me, if the congratulates me, I shall die." 

" You will die if you must, my dear sister ; and in that 
you will be happier than I." 

Philippe uttered these words so sadly that Andrfie, 
as if stimulated by a goad, rushed forward and entered 
the library, where the queen, notwithstanding the sea- 
son, — for it was the month of June, — was sitting by 
afire. 

Andree remained standing, trembling with anger and 
with weakness too, and waited for the word which should 
strike her to the heart 

A minute — a century — ■ elapsed before the queen mads 
any motion. Then she rose, leaning on the chair, 
with trembling fingers took a paper from the table. 
advanced toward Andree, and without speaking, placed 
the paper in her hands. 

Between these two hearts speech was superflui 
dree took the paper, and read it. It was as folk 

Andre'e, you have saved me. My honor is preserved by you; 
my life is yours. In the name of that honor, which costs you 
so much, I declare to you that you may call me your aist 
Try me; you will not see me blush. I intrust you with t 
paper, — it is the pledge of my gratitude; it is the dot 
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which I give you. Your heart ia noble ; it will be able to 
appreciate the present I bestow on you. 

Marie Antoinette de Lorraine d'Autrichb. 

Andree looked at the queen. She saw her eyes mois- 
tened with, tears, as with drooping head she awaited a 
response. She slowly crossed the room, placed in the tire 
the queen's note, and bowing profoundly, but still without 
speaking, she passed out of the library. Marie Antoinette 
made a movement to stop her, to follow her ; but the in- 
flexible countess, leaving the door open, went to rejoin 
her brother in the salon. 

Philippe called Charny, took his hand and placed it in 
that of Andrc'e, while on the threshold of the library 
behind the portiere, which she held aside with her arm, 
the queen witnessed the painful scene. 

Charny withdrew like the bridegroom of Death carried 
off by his livid bride, — looking back at the pale face of 
Marie Antoinette, who, as she thought, saw him disappear- 
ing forever. 

At the gate of the palace two travelling-carriages were 
waiting. Andree got into the first, and as Charny pre- 
pared to follow her, "Monsieur," she said, "you are, I 
believe, setting out for Picardy." 

" Yes, Madame." 

"And I am going to the place In the country where 
my mother died. Adieu." Charny bowed without re- 
plying. Andree departed alone. 

" Have yon remained to tell me that you are my 
enemy t " said Olivier to Philippe. 

" No, Monsieur ; you are not my enemy, since you are 
my brother-in-law." 

Olivier offered his hand, got into the second carriage 
and departed. 

Philippe, left alone, wrung his bands in the agony of 
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despair, and said in a voice choked by emotion, " My 
God, for those who do their duty on the earth, dost thou 
reserve some little joy in heaven t Joy ! " he exclaimed, 
looking once more toward the palace, " I speak of joy ! 
Those only can look with hope to the future life who there 
will meet with hearts who love them. No one here be* 
low loves me ; I have not even the happiness of wishing 
to die." 

Thereupon he cast his eyes aloft, without bitterness, 
but with the mild reproach of a Christian soul whose faith 
is wavering, and disappeared, as Gharny had done and 
Andree, amid the first blasts of a storm which was to up- 
root a throne, and involve in its ruin so many worldly 
honors and so many human passions. 



THE END* 
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